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The Thrill of the Hunt 


WELCOME TO THE SEC- 
ond big issue of Videooze 
(pronounced “viddie- 
ooze")! You may have 
noticed that I've added four 
pages this time around. 
Seeing as it's been six 
months since the premiere, 
a stack of good material 
has accumulated and I 
thought it would be a 
shame to have most of it 
sit unpublished due to 
space limitations. Enjoy! 

I am happy to say that 
the mailbag is overflowing 
so the letters section has 
become a reality! Thanks 
for ail your support and the 
GREAT comments! 
Because horror is some- 
times such a tough genre 
to defend, horror fans have 
to be an articulate and 
intelligent bunch. Your 
letters bear this theory out. 
Please DO continue to 
write because we love to 
get mail around here! To 
help the process along, 
what follows are a few top- 
ics that I invite everyone 
to express their own views 
on (while I try to keep my 
own filibustering to a min- 
imum). 

NC-17. A nice try but it 
didn't work. Some news- 
papers in Alabama and 
movie theaters in 
Massachusetts still treat it 
like an "X". The MPAA 
crackdown in the eighties 
and officious video chains 
are cfther symptoms of the 
New Conservatism the 
U.S. has entered into. All 


the more reason to voice 
your opinions now to those 
who would step on your 
rights to make your own 
decisions. 

Rare Videos. For me, 
the thrill of the hunt is a 
large part of the fun where 
hard-to-see films on video- 
tape are concerned. Think 
about how satisfying it was 
to, at long last, procure 
that one elusive title for 
your collection (complete 
and uncut, of course). This 
next statement may give 
some cause to throw rocks 
at me but — we have the 
censors to thank for this 
little kick we get. By mak- 
ing a particular film forbid- 
den fruit (cutting it to rib- 
bons or banning it out- 
right) makes us all the 
more curious as to what 
we're missing. 

I rather enjoy hunting 
high and low for these 
"lost" gems and find it 
even enhances the viewing 
experience in some cases. 
Everything is fine as long 
as the state of video col- 
lecting in this country 
remains as it is. Let's just 
keep our eyes peeled and 
our ears cocked for the 
warning signs we've seen 
in other countries that 
don't enjoy the freedoms 
we have here. I can't speak 
from firsthand experience 
but I'm sure it's no fun 
having customs authorities 
seizing prized titles at the 
border or having tabloids 
promote rigidly enforced 


lists of banned videos. 
Could it happen here? You 
bet your ass it could! 

Multiplexes. 
Financially, they're hurt- 
ing. But if they all disap- 
peared tomorrow I proba- 
bly wouldn't miss them a 
bit. I mean, realistically, 
what are the chances of 
one showing Soavi's The 
Sect or Fulci's Demonia in 
the upcoming months? 
Jeez! They don't even get 
creative with their 
Midnight Movies! 

When I was going to col- 
lege in Richmond, Virginia 
(circa 1978-82) at least we 
had an outfit called Ray 
Bentley and the Movie 
Machine to provide some 
decidedly off-the-wall late 
night shows (usually for 
only $2). Their program- 
ming covered films by guys 
like Russ Meyer and 
Herschell Gordon Lewis. 
Many screenings included 
Euro-horrors, Ilsa movies 
and American-made B- 
raters. Once the Ridge 
Cinema (where all this 
transpired) even ran The 
Case of the Smiling Stiffs 
(look it up in Phil Hardy's 
book), a film so obscure 
that it may never turn up 
on video. Why don't we 
see this kind of adventur- 
ous progranuning today? It 
sure couldn't hurt the way 
public movie houses are 
currently going. 

Blockbuster Video. Ah 
yes, we've all heard the 
details on how this giant 
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SEE YOUR FAVORITE FILMS SUFFER AT THE HANDS OF 



MORE ^ 
SHOCKING THAN 
EXPLICIT SEX! 


MORE 
SHOCKING THAN 
GRAPHIC VIOLENCE! 





Sean (Tfte Last Housa on tha Laft) 
Cunningham’s 1973 directorial 
effort, Tha Casa of tha Smiling 
Stiffs, sported an original premise If 
nothing else. 


video chain has been 
putting pressure on smail 
video labels to edit films 
that don't meet their "stan- 
dards." Since they bought- 
out (or swallowed whole, 
depending on your point of 
view) the competition in 
my area (Erol's Video), this 
issue has become even 
more urgent as I wait to see 
what manner of tampering 
is next. 

Oh, I haven't snipped-up 
my membership card and 
mailed it back to them yet 
[a la Charles Kilgore's great 
idea first put forth in 
ECCO) but then again — I 
seldom patronize their 
stores as their inventory is 
too mainstream to be of 
much interest to a devotee 
of foreign horror and 
exploitation like me. Go 
ahead Blockbuster. Pander 
to the masses while those 
of us with more esoteric 
viewing habits stick to the 
Mom and Pop clubs. Just 
keep your scissors to your- 
selves! 

Filmmakers should have 
every right to make their 


films as gruesomely violent 
or sexually e3q)hcit as they 
need in order to drive their 
point home. If there is a 
fear that some 9 year-old is 
going to rent a movie that 
should only be seen by 
adults, then there is some- 
thing amiss with 
Blockbuster's system. 
What is wrong with 
LABELLING tapes (they 
have already done this to 
some extent) that contain 
bloodletting, strong lan- 
guage or nudity (much like 
the music industry is vol- 
untarily doing)? Censor- 
ship has never been the 
answer. Let's try dissemi- 
nating a little information 
and encouraging awareness 
instead. I think Block- 
buster Video's ATTITUDE 
offends me more than the 
sensationalistic content of 
some low budget film try- 
ing to break new ground. 
I'm perfectly capable of 
making-up my own mind 
about what to watch and if 
a tape sounds like it's not 
my cup-of-tea — then I 
don't rent it! It's as simple 


as that! 

Fanex 5. This is a total- 
ly shameless plug for the 
only convention I make a 
point of attending each 
year. It's going to be held 
at the Towson Sheraton in 
Baltimore, MD where one 
can watch choice feature 
films, enjoy panel discus- 
sions on a variety of genre- 
related topics, rummage 
around in the dealers room, 
talk to film stars, overeat 
and generally have a fantas- 
tic time. Kay and I always 
have always enjoyed our- 
selves there and you should 
too. Write to Fanex 5, Box 
6220, Baltimore, MD 21206 
for details. See you there? 
I'll wear a Videooze button 
or something. 

Robert Quarry. I apolo- 
gize to everyone whose 
appetite was whetted for 
the planned overview of 
this man's career. Due to 
circumstances that even I 
am not privy to, the writer 
was unable to deliver a 
manuscript as of this writ- 
ing. If and when one does 
show up, rest assured that 


we'll print the article in its 
entirety. 

Special Appreciation. A 
couple of people not listed 
in the "thanks" column on 
page 28 deserve special 
recognition. Michael 
Secula, who contributed 
pressbook information that 
was vital to the Alexandra 
Bastedo piece. Blair 
Caplinger, for supplying 
that out-of-this-world illus- 
tration appearing on page 3 
(offset printing doesn't 
begin to do it justice!). And 
especially Craig Ledbetter. 
You name it and this man 
has helped me find it — 
hard-to-see videos, impossi- 
ble to obtain data and even 
the resolve necessary to get 
a fanzine ready to go to 
press. 

You now hold in your 
hands another six months 
worth of toil and like any- 
thing else that is a labor of 
love — the more you put 
into it, the more you get 
out of it. I'll let you, the 
reader, be the judge of how 
much you think was put 
into this, m 


4 VIDEOOZE SPRING 1991 


IN YOUR EDITORIAL 
department you talked 
about "Dr. Shock" on 
Scream In. When I was 
young it was Thriller 
Theater with Gaylord. 
Probably recycled the same 
films you saw. I had to go 
out of my way though to 
see it. I believe we had just 
moved into this apartment 
and didn't yet have a TV. 
Fortunately my grand- 
mother lived fairly close so 
I'd walk to her house ( 1 1 :30 
at night) just so I could 
watch Thriller. Then, 
around 1 AM, I'd walk 
back to my place (winter or 
summer) after it was over. 

Mike Egeiton 
Lucasville, OH 


I GREW UP IN PHILLY SO 
I certainly remember Dr. 
Shock and the Warner 
Theater. My fave theater 
was the State Theater in 
Newark, Delaware. Sadly, 
the State suffered the same 
fate as the Warner. . . 

Melanie Scott 
Washington, DC 


SADLY, DR. SHOCK DIED 
of a heart attack in 1978 
[NOT '82). The show was 
in the middle of the season 
at the time. Shock was 
honored by a prime time 
special (one hour without 
ANY commercials) on 
Channel 17. They actually 


pre-empted programming 
and charged no advertise- 
ments. The show was a 
compilation of his best seg- 
ments with rare footage of 
him outside of the studio. 
There was one segment 
with him wearing no 
make-up and doing magic 
tricks on stage with his 
two daughters as assistants. 

He LOVED the genre 
and contributed to it (Elvira 
should watch some of his 
old shows!!). Incidentally, 
Philadelphia got a ridicu- 
lous Elvira clone, Stella 
(who has NO knowledge of 
horror movies), to host 
Saturday Night Dead 
which appeared at 1 AM on 
Channel 3 (after Saturday 
Night Live). Her show last- 
ed 7 years but was canned 
last year when she made 
some nasty remarks in the 
newspaper about Channel 
3 executives. Shock's show 
ran 1 1 years. 

Anthony Perticaro 
Hempstead, NY 


I LIKED YOUR EDITORI- 
al, outlining the steps that 
made you a genre fanatic. 
LOVED the drive-in clip- 
pings. The article on 
"witch-hunt" films was 
also well-written and infor- 
mative. You could also 
consider Naschy's Curse of 
the Devil since that film 
started out with the discov- 
ery and subsequent hang- 
ing of a band of witches — 


but overall it's a werewolf 
film. 

Nathan Miner 
Baltimore, MD 

Yep! I also realized (too 
late) that I forgot to 
include Franco’s Night of 
the Blood Monster, 
Wilfried Minks' The Birth 
of the Witch and Fulci’s 
Beatriz Cenci. — Ed. 


PLEASE KEEP UP THE 
practice of covering some 
of the older U.S. films as 
well as European films. I 
enjoyed the mini-profile, 
especially since Rosalba 
Neri was in a few Spaghetti 
Westerns. You also men- 
tioned Mark Damon and 
Klaus Kinski who also fre- 
quented the plains of 
Almeria, Spain. You've 
captured the best of 
Psychotronic and still are 
true to yourself. 

Tom Betts 
Anaheim, CA 


YOUR COMMENTS ON 
the tameness of Scorpion 
With Two Tails reminded 
me that I remember read- 
ing somewhere that this 
"film" actually had its ori- 
gins as a TV mini-series. 
My memory may be com- 
pletely wrong but it might 
explain the overall weak- 
ness of its video version. 
For a much more entertain- 


ing "Scorpion" giallo, 
check out Sergio's The Tail 
of the Scorpion with 
George Hilton, Anita 
Strindberg and Janine 
Reynaud. 

Craig Ledbetter 
Kingwood, TX 


A COUPLE OF QUICK 
comments on some of the 
films you reviewed. 
Buried Alive: Joe D'Amato 
is certainly not one of my 
favorite Italian directors, 
though one has to admit a 
certain admiration for his 
ability to crank out films 
on a schedule equal to 
other hacks like Jesus 
Franco (who I find much 
more interesting — and 
watchable!). I viewed this 
for the first (and last) time 
on N.Y.C.'s infamous 42nd 
Street and dismissed it 
immediately. Since then I 
have seen many more of 
D'Amato's output and 
other than a couple of 
mildly amusing Laura 
Gemser skin flicks my 
opinion hasn't changed. 

The House That 
Screamed: One of those 
underrated Spanish films 
usually ignored by fans 
inundated by the false 
impression that only Paul 
Naschy and Jesus Franco 
made "horror" films in 
Spain. Narciso Ibanez 
Serrador is one of my 
favorite Spanish directors 
although most of his work 
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has been on television. 
Who Can Kill a Child is 
worth trying to find. I saw 
this (again on 42nd Street) 
as Island of the Damned. 
A bit too intellectual for 
the "yahoo guts-and-gore" 
fans but a well-made film 
nevertheless. 

The Sadist of Notre 
Dame: As Phil Hardy 
points out, there are more 
versions of this floating 
around than perhaps any 
other film. I've seen at 
least five different cuts — 
with three completely dif- 
ferent plots — and several 
degrees of sexual explicit- 
ness. Sometimes collecting 
Franco films is like collect- 
ing Post Office cancella- 
tions — there is just too 
much available to compre- 
hend. 

John Donaldson 
New York, NY 

John later sent some addi- 
tional information about 
Narciso Ibanez Serrador. I 
wasn’t aware that be was 
the son of Narciso Ibanez 
Menta, a well-known actor 
(horror buffs may have 
seen him as the 
wheelchair-bound histori- 
an in El Retorno del 
Hombre Loboj. The son 
also created and hosted a 
Spanish anthology-style 
television series called 
Historias Para no Dormir 
that premiered in 1968. 
Reportedly he can still be 
seen on Spanish television 
today. — Ed. 


VIDEOOZE! TERRIFIC. 
You understand any publi- 
cation with Paul Naschy 
reviews (especially as elu- 
sive a title as The Beast 
and the Magic Sword] is 
automatically blessed. 
Appreciated your defense of 
Mark of the Devil, a film 


more maligned for 
Hallmark's marketing of it 
than any truly "offensive" 
content. 

Barry Kaufman 
Chicago, IL 


JUST HAD TO WRITE 
and congratulate you on 
the debut issue of Videooze 
magazine — it's very 
impressive! Enjoyed just 
about everything covered 
but especially "The 
Witching Hour" which was 
the kind of quality essay 
you see fat too infrequently 
in fanzines these days. Not 
since Demonique has a 
publication devoted itself 
to coveting ONLY obscure 
horror and exploitation and 
I'm ecstatic to see you've 
filled that void. 

Dave Todarello 
Oberlin, OH 


I THOROUGHLY EN- 
joyed your article on witch- 
hunting in the cinema; 
although the materials I've 
read tend to support the fig- 
ure of millions as opposed 
to 200,000 victims over the 
centuries. When I was in 
Spain a few years ago, I vis- 
ited the dungeons of the 
Inquisicion in Toledo, 
where scores of the actual 
instruments of torture are 
still on display. Indescrib- 
able. Mark of the Devil 
seemed timid in the face of 
reality. 

Micthael Secula 

Betblebetn, PA 


IMAGINE! ANEWFAN- 
zine with a for-real article 
in it! Believe me, these 
things don't comeby often. 
Glad to see you're not 
chicken and stand up to the 


inaccuracies of Phil Hardy's 
mistake-ridden book(s). 
Unless I breezed by it, 
there was no mention of 
Sorceress. Have you seen 
it! Article was a nice read; 
terrific details and so on. 
Mote of this please. 

Keep up 1-page profiles 
like the one on Rosalba 
Neri. VERY nice idea; too 
bad you couldn't do some- 
thing elaborate each issue 
like they did in the early 
Issues of Premiere maga- 
zine, those gumcard-style 
info cards. Yeah, four per 
issue, each with a different 
personality. Collect 'em 
all! 

Sorry to say I was a little 
bored with the mammoth 
review section, since this is 
what everyone is doing. 
Bad enough so many people 
are writing short, dull 
reviews mostly centered 
around inane plot outlines. 
Worse is the fact that most 
of the films they're cover- 
ing are junk. 

Ray Young 
Lynbrook, NY 


I'M ALSO AN ADMIRER 
of Michael Reeves, and 
found your section on 
Inquisition flicks very 
informative. It pleased me 
that some of my faves — 
The Witchfinder General, 
Blood on Satan’s Claw 
(arguably the best non- 
Hammer British horror 
film of that period), even 
The Blind Dead series — 
got favorable "airtime". 
Incidentally, The Witch- 
finder General is the 
source of my favorite 
Vincent Price story. 
According to sources, Price 
was truly hamming-it-up 
on the set initially. Having 
had enough. Reeves 
chewed the veteran actor 
out. This pissed off Price, 


who drew himself up to his 
full height and said, 
"Young man, I've been in 
almost one hundred horror 
films in my time. What 
have you done, hmmm?" 
"Three good ones," replied 
Reeves without missing a 
beat. Price behaved after 
that. 

Thomas Deja 

Flushing, NY 

Tom edits his own zine, 
Sticky Carpet Digest, 
which contains film and 
music reviews (plus my 
favorite column, “Ask Sho 
Koshugi"). Copies can be 
obtained by writing to 
38-27 147th Street, 

Apartment #3, Flushing, 
NY 11354. Subs are five 
doHais for four issues (and 
worth it tool). — Ed. 


THANKS FOR SENDING 
the first issue of Videooze. 
A very promising debut; 
writing and layout top- 
notch. One small correc- 
tion, though, for the 
Rosalba Neri piece: Castle 
of Fu Mancha was not "the 
next-to-the-last" of the 
series. It was the last. The 
series was filmed in the fol- 
lowing order: Face ('65), 
Brides ('66), Vengeance 
('66), Blood ('67) and Castle 
('68). As a Hammer fan, 
you might be interested to 
know that Brides was shot 
at Bray Studios. 

Chris Fellner 
Langbome, PA 


"THE WITCHING HOUR" 
was well done and I 
enjoyed reading it. You 
gave a good overview of the 
genre. I could quibble and 
say that you may have 
rambled a bit here and 
there or that you didn't 
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cover the films in any par- 
ticular order (you discussed 
films from the late sixties 
and early seventies, and 
then some from the eight- 
ies, and then, later, you 
touch on one from 1961. I 
suppose you were listing 
them in order of impor- 
tance, but I'm not sure.). I 
would have liked to see a 
list of the films you dis- 
cussed with information 
about availability. Since 
you are a guide to horror on 
videotape, you should run 
some type of brief listing at 
the end of the article. 

Randy Johnston 
Oklahoma City, OK 

He’s Tight! Leaving out the 
videography was an unfor- 
givable oversight. For 
those who are interested, 
here it is: 

Tombs of the Blind Dead 
(Montevideo Entertain- 
ment/Canada); The 
Conqueror Worm (HBO 
Video); Mark of the Devil 
(Lightning Video. Import 
Horror Video claims to 
have a print that restores 
some nude scenes missing 
from the current video 
release.); Mark of the 
Devil, Part 11 (Video 
Dimensions); The Devils 
(Warner Home Video. 
Again, Import Horror 
Video advertises a longer 
rurming time of 109 min- 
utes in their catalog.); 
Inquisicion (Video City 
Productions); Curse of the 
Werewolf (MCA Home 
Video); Count Dracula's 
Great Love (Gorgon’s TV 
print or try Sinister 
Cinema for a less cut ver- 
sion.); The Blood on Satan's 
Claw (scissored on 
Paragon and restored on 
Cannon Video); The 
Demons (Premiere Enter- 
tainment International); 
Cry of the Banshee (HBO 


Video); La Chiesa (now 
available, dubbed in 
English, on the South Gate 
Entertainment label.); The 
Brainiac (Hollywood Home 
Theater /Budget Video); El 
Inquisidor (No U.S. video 
release. I got good-looking 
Spanish language dub of 
this from Mondo Video.); 
La Visione del Sabba 
(Again, no official U.S. 
video release but as stated 
in the article, this film can 
be obtained on tape 
through Mondo Video.); 
Twins of Evil (Vid- 
America); Night of Dark 
Shadows (MGM/UA Home 
Video); The Pit and the 
Pendulum (As we go to 
press, Stuart Gordon’s 
adaptation hasn’t even 
opened in theaters yet.); 
Gorgon Video Magazine 
Volume 2 (This is still 
unreleased but a screening 
copy was making the 
rounds in some trading cir- 
cles.). Whew! — Ed. 


^LIKE YOURSELF, I AM 
not a "Euro-Addict" and 
feel that there's danger in 
limiting a zines' format. I 
“prefer seeing an "anything 
goes" one. There are still 
some non-European horror 
films that don't follow the 
Freddy and Jason formula 
— but most are low budget 
"limited release" affairs 
shown only on 42nd Street 
and at a few drive-ins 
before sale to video so 
quickly that it's widely pre- 
sumed they went 
"straight" to that medium. 

Since "foreign fandom" 
began a few years ago, 
these, as well as some note- 
worthy British, Australian 
and New Zealand imports 
like The Navigator and 
Dead Calm have been 
falling by the wayside 
while space is devoted for 
the 110th time to a 


European job that may be 
obscure to "Mundanes" 
but is familiar to "Fans" 
and the author makes it 
more annoying by con- 
stantly referring to it as an 
"obscurity." So far as I'm 
concerned, everything 
stops being obscure with 
the second or fourth review 
or synopsis. 

Your editorial policy 
seems a bit more flexible 
than some — at least you'll 
discuss Hammer! And 
what was that review of 
Scream and Die doing in a 
"foreign fandom" fanzine? 
(Because Larraz is Sparnsh 
— Ed.) For the record, I too 
am a Hammer buff and for 
that matter, a bit of a cine- 
matic anglophile, in gener- 
al. But what I'm most con- 
cerned with is not dooming 
anything to be an "obscuri- 
ty" forever! I have no 
objections to covering for- 
eign flicks — I DO have 
objections to ignoring them 
if they made it to our 
shores — I also object to 
systematically ignoring 
domestic products. 

Too many — not all, but 
too many — of the "foreign 
cult" zines have opted for 
an abrasively pretentious 
writing style, tend to re- 
hash the same material 
over and over again while 
subjecting us to ludicrous 
claims of being "the only 
zine of it's kind," a claim 
made even more absurd by 
"foreign cult" zines having 
become a sub-genre all by 
their lonesome. For good 
or bad, it's grown almost 
impossible to look around 
fandom nowadays and 
NOT find this field flour- 
ishing. Some take a sick- 
eningly robotic attitude of 
optimism — as if just being 
foreign-made is enough to 
make a movie good (obvi- 
ously, YOU don't fit into 
this groove, as the Castle 


of the Creeping Flesh 
review attests) while there 
are a few with the trivial 
but grating habit of refer- 
ring to everything — even 
if it DID get a U.S. release 
— "only" by UNTRANS- 
LATED foreign titles. 
Heck. Detroiters saw The 
Hatchet Murders not 
Profundo Rosso (isn't that 
it?), see what I mean? 

Dave Szurek 
Aberdeen, WA 

These are just a few 
excerpts from Dave’s 
thought-provoking 7 page 
letter. I only wish I had 
enough space to print the 
whole thing! — Ed. 


REGARDING YOUR MINI- 
profiles: I can't recall hear- 
ing about Alexandra 
Bastedo, so I'm looking for- 
ward to what you have to 
say about her. Personally, 
my three favorite foreign 
actresses are Edwige Fenich 
(seen most recently in 
Ruggero Deodato's 
Phantom of Death). 
Brigitte Lahaie (former 
porno star who's been in a 
number of Jean Rollin and 
Jess Franco films, including 
Franco's Faceless] and Janet 
Agren (star of Umberto 
Lenzi's Eaten Alive/ 
Doomed to Die). I just got 
in this odd Italian language 
thriller, L’Assassino Ha 
Riservato Nove Poltrone 
with Janet Agren in it, but 
I've not yet watched it. 

Dan Pydynkowski 
Danvers, MA 


ViDEOOZE welcomes letters 
to the editor, especially 
substantial ones. Send 
them to Bob Sargent, P.O. 
Box 9911, Alexandria, VA 
22304. 
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CONTINUING OUR CASE-BY-CASE APPROACH TO 
video reviews, the selections this time around include a 
few films from Spain, Germany, Mexico and Great 
Britain. In an effort to continue to be fresh, we will 
always strive to present titles that are not covered in 
some of the more widely known journals (like what's-his- 
name's Encyclopedia of Horror Movies and you-know- 
who's PSYCHOTRONic ENCYCLOPEDIA OF Film|. But before 
we do that, here is an opposing viewpoint on a neglected 
Spanish concoction that you've probably seen trashed in 
print elsewhere. 


THE BLOOD SPATTERED BRIDE (1972) 

aka La Novia Ensangretada 

MPI 

I SUPPOSE I COULD USE THIS PICTURE AS A GAUGE 
of just how fat I've come in my Emopean Horror Cinema 
education because I can remember not being overly 
impressed the first time I saw it. Having watched scores 
of Continental product since, I somehow decided to give 
it another chance and was pleased to discover that I have 
a much greater appreciation for it now. As a matter of 
fact, with this second viewing I found The Blood 
SpatteTed Bride to be a rather poignant little film. 

Plot synopsis/analysis; Newlyweds Susan (Maribel 
Martin] and her groom (Simon Andreu who is strangely 
never identified by name and enigmatically referred to as 
"He" in the closing credits] are en route to their honey- 
moon destination. Stopping at a hotel for Susan to 
change her clothes, she glimpses a ghostly-looking 
woman (Alexandra Bastedo) behind the wheel of a parked 
car. Alone in the hotel room, Susan is attacked by a man 
(looking like Andreu again with a stocking pulled over his 
head] who smothers Susan with her own veil before rip- 
ping off her wedding dress and raping her. The husband 
arrives on the scene to find nothing amiss — Susan seems 
to have imagined the whole episode. 

The pair drive on to a country house (the husband's 
family estate) where they are greeted by the servants and 
their 12 year-old daughter, Carol, who is immediately 
befriended by Susan. We see the shrouded ghost-woman 
again before the overanxious bridegroom undresses his 
virgin bride by tearing her clothes (mirroring the earlier 
assault] but relations inexphcably seem happy and nor- 
mal again by the next morning. 


While the husband and the male servant (interestingly, 
none of the men in the film are given names — perhaps 
signifying their relative unimportance?] are hunting they 
come upon a fox with its leg caught in a trap. Upon 
learning it is a female, the husband coldly blasts it out of 
existence with a double-barreled shotgun while the ser- 
vant registers silent disapproval. 

Noticing all the paintings in the house are exclusively 
of men, Susan presses her husband for an answer as to 
why aU the women's portraits have been stored in the cel- 
lar. The husband answers by sweeping her off her feet for 
another playful romp in the sack. This is contrasted 
sharply by a scene outdoors where she not-so-obUgingly 
fellates him and runs off in disgust (the scene follows 
another of Bastedo's appearances who by now seems to 
always precede any unhappy occurrences in their mar- 
riage). 

Susan dodges her husband's increasingly more frequent 
advances long enough to visit the basement and discovers 
the portrait of Mircala Karstein [sans face — a neat hole 
has been cut in its place). Mircala is depicted as holding a 
wicked-looking dagger with a curvy blade and having a 
peculiar maimer of wearing her many rings (with the jew- 
els turned inward). She is revealed to be an ancestor of 
Susan's spouse who killed her own husband on her wed- 
ding night because "he tried to make her do unspeakable 
things". 

The young couples' relationship further deteriorates to 
the point where Mircala (the paUid-looking Ms. Bastedo, 
of course) actually appears at Susan's bedside. In another 
dream-like sequence, Mircala passes her dagger to Susan 
and seals their "pact" in blood (by biting Susan on the 
neck). Susan awakens screaming and Mircala is gone, but 
the dagger remains under her pillow. 

Late that evening Mircala materializes again and, in a 
bloody scene, guides Susan in the ritualistic murder of 
her sleeping husband — culminating in the two women 
emasculating him as well. This is subsequently revealed 
to have been a dream as well. Worried that his little wife 
is coming unhinged, the husband summons a doctor to 
sedate her. 

Susan sketches the woman of her nightmares as her 
husband tries to underscore the dangers of dreams min- 
gling with reality (the very thing that is happening right 
under his nose). This point is driven home for us by 
Susan reveahng the concealed dagger (in the clock where 
Mircala had placed it) and her husband's surprise at dis- 
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Alexandra Bastedo shows Marlbel Martin how It's done In Vicente Aranda’s schizophrenic The Blood Spottorod 
Bride. 


covering that his hiding place for the weapon had been 
changed. 

Mircala corporeally enters into their lives when the 
husband^ in another attempt to dispose of the accursed 
dagger, finds her huried almost completely beneath the 
sand on the beach. Digging her out, she appears to be 
wearing a diving mask and httle else. The mysteriously 
beautiful woman climbs silently into his car, apparently a 
victim of amnesia. Taking her to the house, she later 
identifies herself as Carmila to an admiring Susan. 

When Susan turns on a light in the room, Carmila 
shields her eyes and displays the peculiar way she sports 
her rings (explaining when she closes her hand that she 
likes to feel something inside it). Susan makes the con- 
nection and so do we (but the portrait is shown one more 
time as a reminder). 

Once installed in the household, blonde Carmila sets 
about seducing Susan — rather blatantly encouraging the 
girl's lesbian proclivities right in front of the boorish 
husband. The two women begin a series of nightly 
liaisons that has Susan leaving her bed in the middle of 
the night. . . and returning at dawn to sleep during the 


day. The husband notices his wife has even taken to 
wearing rings in the same fashion as Carmila. 

During a seashell gathering excursion, Susan unearths 
the dagger and attacks her husband with it when he 
inquires about the bite marks on her throat (curiously, 
they are more human than vampiric-looking making 
Carmila seem all the more perverse). He easily renders 
her attack ineffective and Susan slams the weapon down- 
in frustration, seriously injuring her hand. 

The doctor is back to administer medical treatment 
while the husband locks the dagger inside a desk. When 
the doctor suggests consulting a psychiatrist, the husband 
disagrees (feeling circumstances dictate otherwise). 
Curious to see what he is talking about, the doctor 
stakes-out the house and follows Susan to another of her 
nocturnal meetings with Carmila. Alter watching 
Carmila reopen Susan's wound to drink her blood, the 
libidinous woman then proceeds to the girl's neck and an 
off-camera litany of howling ensues leaving viewers to 
draw their own sordid conclusions as to what is going on. 

Prior to all this activity. Carmila had poetically 
explained her motives to Susan (who at this point is com- 
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pletely devoid of any ■will of her own). The anti-male slo- 
gans she spouts are strong stuff indeed. The doctor's 
report to the incredulous husband the next morning is 
sensationalistic to say the least: 

"Last night I witnessed a grotesque, insane scene 
between that woman and your wife. I won't tell you all 
the details but they're not vampires nor ghosts. Carmila 
is flesh and blood. A paranoiac pervert. I like to think 
that your wife is an innocent victim. And one other 
thing. . . they're both very dangerous — not for me but for 
you. Do you know why? Three is a triangle, and you are 
the intruder!" 

Storming out of the room, the distraught husband fol- 
lows little Carol to a crypt where she places some flowers 
atop a huge coffin. In it lies a sleeping Carmila whom the 
husband examines and finds the doctor's theory checks 
out. No fangs. 

Late that night, the doctor (who is still hanging around) 
follows Carmila into the house. Breaking into the desk 
and retrieving the dagger, Susan (aided by Carmila) kills 
him. The husband catches the two kill-crazy women 
dragging the poor guy's body down the staircase and just 
barely escapes with his own life. 

The male servant gets waxed next. Carmila catches 
her foot in the same trap that had earlier snared the fox. 
Unwisely setting his gun aside, Susan turns it against 
him but not before savagely slashing him with the dagger. 
Meanwhile, the husband has acquired a semi-automatic 
rifle and heads for the crypt. Finding both women, stark- 
naked and lying in each other's arms within the oversized 
coffin, he blows enough holes in it to cause blood to come 
cascading out the bottom. The next to the last shock 
comes as young Carol appears replete with the trademark 
rings and bite marks to inform him that they tvUl be back 
("they cannot die"). After putting a bullet in her head, he 
lifts the coffin lid and oblivious to the grisly sight, grips a 
breast putting the dagger to it. The picture then awk- 
wardly shifts to a newspaper headline proclaiming "Man 
cuts out the hearts of three women". Undoubte^y this 
was substituted for us timid American and British audi- 
ences who probably couldn't stomach whatever happens 
in uncut prints. 

This movie is loosely-based on f. Sheridan Le Fanu's 
1871 novella Carmilla, which most horror fans know 
dealt with the corruption of an innocent girl in the 
Victorian age by a decadent (yet beautiful) aristocrat who 
had actually died some 150 years earlier. Numerous 
other directors in the sixties and seventies drew on the 
same source material (like Roger Vadim for his deadly 
dull Blood and Roses) but none represented it as sala- 
ciously as Vicente Aranda did in this picture. The film 
could also be interpreted as a monument to male-bashing 
(feminists could go -wild with it) although director Aranda 
most likely didn't intend it that way. 

Exploring similar themes in his previous film, Las 
Crueles, Aranda seemed well on his way to becoming a 
specialist in chronicling lesbian behavior. Las Crueles 
was reportedly shot in English and it almost appears that 
The Blood Spattered Bride was as well (or it was master- 


fully dubbed in most places — however the doctor char- 
acter effectively scotches this theory). Nevertheless, a 
seasoned director's hand is clearly in evidence here as a 
deceptively well-constructed storyline full of novel twists 
plays out to its utterly disturbing and unpredictable con- 
clusion. Highly recommend fare for Euro-horror aficiona- 
dos — this one has got it all. 

Besides the welcome presence of Alexandra Bastedo, 
the picture benefits from some other familiar names. 
Maribel Martin was one of the three daughters in Claudio 
Hill's Bell from Hell and a murder victim in Narciso 
Ibanez Serrador's The House that Screamed. Simon 
Andreu can be seen opposite Patty Shepard and Paul 
Naschy in Javier Aguirre's El Asesino Esta entre los Trece 
(aka Reunion Sangriamente] or (if you prefer) alongside 
Maria Kosti and Jack Taylor in Amando de Ossorio's The 
Night of the Sorcerers. 

The MPI tape (which used a print that was a little on 
the green side) clocks in at Ih 21m 57s. The longest run- 
ning time I've seen listed anywhere is Ih 42m. With over 
20 minutes of footage missing (no doubt mostly trimmed 
from the finale) a complete print could prove to be quite 
revealing. If I can ever find a copy of the uncut European 
version of this film, perhaps we can revisit it in these 
pages for a comparative analysis with the U.S. release. 

BphSggent 

fust a side note, many genre enthusiasts have probably 
seen the silly U.S. trailer for this film (on a double bill 
with the inept I Dismember Mamaj. Theater patrons 
extol the virtues of the *‘Up-Chuck Cup” (this particular 
show's promotional gimmick) and an announcer, sound- 
ing somewhat like a deranged Scotsman (no offense 
Geoige!}, urges the pubhc to get out and see this presen- 
tation at its conclusion. 


Santo's Comet 

LA FURIA DE LOS KARATECAS (1981) 
aka El Puno de la Muerte 
Casa de Sex-Mex 

WHENEVER THE NAME "SANTO" IS MENTIONED, 
invariably a huge groan -will emanate from whomever is 
within hearing range of your conversation. Most people 
just can't figure out what exactly is the appeal of a 
Mexican, mask-clad wrestler who battles witches, mon- 
sters, and other genre cliches, outside of his bouts in the 
ring -with "normal" wrestling henchmen. But, there are 
also those among the genre fans who have become enam- 
ored of Santo and his exploits, whether bat tling centuries- 
old witches, or exploring Atlantis with his buddy The 
Blue Demon. 

La Furia De Los Karatecas, although containing 
enough ludicrous action to crack a smile among the 
schlockaholics present, falls flat and fails to deliver the 
expected Santo shenanigans. I think this was Santo's last 
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picture (or very close to it) and it shows; Santo seems to 
have slowed down a bit (not to mention putting on a few 
pounds) and looks as though he's tired of appearing in 
these god-awful Mexi-quickies. This one is talkier than 
most Santo films I've seen, and being in Spanish, I was 
lost as to just what the hell was going on. As far as I 
could decipher, Santo arrives via parachute (along with 
his bumbling buddy) to an exotic locale where a few do- 
gooders have set-up shop, sort of like a Mexican version 
of the Justice League of America. Their leader is a fantas- 
tic knock-out of a babe whose large chest and skimpy 
outfit make even the most boring stretches enjoyable. 
She's got an evil twin who hangs out in the woods, danc- 
ing throughout the whole pic in front of a magical gem- 
stone that produces hairy ape-men to aid in their fight 
against the good guys. The baddies kidnap some of 
Santo's buddies, brainwash Santo, turn him against his 
friends, and generally give these harmless jungle residents 
a rough time. 

There's a main focus in this story about a girl that lives 
with the good guys. Seems as though she was raised in 
the wild by animals and taken in by the good gal leader 
(who wears the skimpy white outfit, while her evil twin 
of course dons the black skimpy outfit). She's kidnapped 
and prepared for sacrifice by the evil natives, but Santo 
and friends arrive just in time to do battle with a gang of 
men-in-suit monkeys and save the day. 

Again, while there are enough cheesy moments to 
please any Santo fan, on the whole this "silver masked 
man" adventure fails to sustain an interesting pace. 
Check out Santo's adventure against the vampire women 
for a more exciting piece of celluloid chuckles. 

— Nathan Miner 

Nathan Miner is a resident of the state of Maryland from 
where he edits the excellent fanzine Bits N Pieces. 
Thankfully, he has also agreed to take on the responsi- 
bilities of writing “Santo’s Corner” on a regular basis. 
This will enable me to catch my breath (writing an 
entire fanzine by yourself tends to wear you down). 
Now if I can only find some brave soul who would be 
willing to do the same for “Gialli Spotlight”. 


A DRAGONFLY FOR EACH CORPSE (1973) 
aka Una Libelula Para Cada Muerto 
Import Horror Video 

ONE OF MY REVIEWERS ONCE COMMENTED IN A 
letter to me that he felt Leon Klimovsky was a talented 
filmmaker, unjustly lambasted by critics like Phil Hardy. 
After taking a look at other Naschy vehicles like Doctor 
fekyll y el Hombre Lobo and La Noche de Walpmgis, I 
would immediately have to agree with him and am 
among the first to rush to this much maligned director's 
defense. Unfortunately, A Dragonfly for Each Corpse is 
NOT one of the man's better efforts but, hey. . . anybody 
can have an off-day, right? 

What went wrong with this picture? Klimovsky has 


proven himself capable of delivering the goods before. 
Paul Naschy wrote the screenplay and starred. In addi- 
tion, the cast boasts the ample talents of Euro-beauties 
like Erika Blanc and Maria Kosti. There is the requisite 
amount of nudity and violence we have come to expect of 
Spanish horror films from this period. It should have 
worked but instead falls flat on its face! Why? 

Perhaps part of the reason for its failure had something 
to do with the fact that Naschy wasn't playing one of his 
trademark monster roles. Sure, there were plenty of 
weird goings-on (a distinguished professor turning to a 
prostitution ring in order to satisfy his penchant for 
necrophilia is pretty twisted) to try to compensate for this 
but there really isn't enough to generate a genuinely 
macabre atmosphere like the one in Javier Aguirre's The 
Hunchback of the Morgue. Not too surprising consider- 
ing this isn't really even a horror film but more like a 
poorly constructed crime drama which introduces the 
dragonfly angle as a gimmick to enliven a hopelessly dull 
story. Only with their even more onerous The People 
Who Own the Dark (an odd, depressing end-of-the-world 
yarn) did the Naschy/Klimovsky team manage to surpass 
this failed effort in terms of sheer boredom. 

The picture is loaded with familiar sounding snatches 
of music — among them a CAM Music swipe (from the 
closing moments of Mario Bava's earlier A Bay of Blood 
(aka Twitch of the Death Nerve]) during a scene where 
Naschy fumbles in the kitchen (wearing an apron and 
chomping a cigar no less). Other parts of the soundtrack 
tumed-up later in El Carnival de las Bestias (available on 
tape as Human Beasts] and El Retorno del Hombre Lobo 
(retitled The Craving by Vestron Video). 

An excellent cast, including under-used Klimovsky 
favorite, Maria Kosti (from his own Vengeance of the 
Zombies and Saga of the Draculas, both made in 1972) is 
wasted. Erika Blanc has little to do in her role as the sup- 
portive girlfriend to Naschy's brutal Paolo (the English 
dubbing sometimes makes it sound like Pablo), a police 
inspector who favors extreme methods of law enforce- 
ment ("the famous Scapparella third degree"). Other 
familiar faces in '70s Spanish horror who look lost here 
include Angel Aranda (he was also seen in the Spanish- 
made Satan’s Blood] and Eduardo Calvo (as another sick 
doc in Carlos Aured's House of Psychotic Women). 

The plot has Paolo pursuing a psycho-killer who is 
intent on exterminating all the local lowUfes (prostitutes, 
drug-users, etc) and plants a dragonfly on his victim's bod- 
ies as his calling card. Suspects are served-up and then 
summarily executed as the film limps along until its 
lackluster conclusion high atop a construction site. 
Victims include a homosexual dressmaker who helps out 
with a tiresome clue involving a button (that an earUer 
victim tore off the murderer's coat) and a villain named 
Mohammed (whose head is delivered to Paolo as a birth- 
day gift). ■ Screentime is frequently taken up by simple 
encounters that are pointlessly elaborated on (Uke a bar- 
tender who gets rebuffed by a prostitute just before she is 
murdered). Silvana (Blanc) gets involved to prove her 
v/omen's intuition can solve a case better than Paolo's 
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police detective reasoning but eventually falls into the 
dragonfly killer's hands. Of course, she also provides 
Klimovsky with several opportunities for topless bed- 
room scenes as well. Family friend Ingrid (Kosti) cheats 
on her husband, thereby setting herself up as a target. 
The necrophihc professor (Calvo, who becomes a victim 
after trying to blackmail the killer) is on hand to offer lore 
on the meaning of the dragonflies. It seems an ancient 
civilization had a custom of marking immoral citizens by 
sewing the insect into their clothing as a badge of infamy. 
More grievous offenders were executed and the bugs were 
then displayed on the wall after being soaked in the guilty 
person's blood. 

The largely unimaginative screenplay penned by 
Naschy (using his real name Jacinto Molina) seemed to 
have a debilitating effect on the cast. Even Naschy him- 
self appears to walk through his part at times. None of 
the murders are particularly noteworthy (weapons used 
include a hatchet, a golf club and an umbrella with a hid- 
den blade) and the blood is used all too sparingly. One 
gets the feeling that Dragonfly was something Naschy 
was forced to crank-out to meet a contract obligation 
with Profilmes. His first for them was Horror Rises from 
the Tomb, which he claims to have written the treatment 
for in one night (and it was much more entertaining than 
this sleep-inducing mess)! 

Cinematographer Miguel F. Mila did a much better job 
on Amando de Ossorio's fun Las Garras de Lorelei 
(another Profilmes/C.C. Astro production on tape as 
When the Screaming Stops). Dragonfly abounds with 
some extraordinarily ugly photography and the use of 
stock footage is made painfully apparent in a few places 
(in one shot, a hotel sign with reversed lettering betrays a 
flopped image). Catch Klimovsky at his best by seeking 
out his trio of vampire flicks — the aforementioned Saga 
of the Draculas (check your local video clubs for Dracula: 
The Bloodline Continues or write to Import Horror Video 
about the uncut version), Orgy of the Vampires (available 
from Sinister Cinema) and El Extrano Amor de los 
Vampiros (not released in the U.S. but an English lan- 
guage/Dutch subtitled tape is floating around retitled The 
Night of the Walking Dead) — destined to be the subject 
of another essay in these pages. As for Dragonfly, a lost 
gem this ain't (by any stretch of the imagination). For 
completists only as the overused expression goes. 

—Bob Sargent 


SATAN'S SLAVE (1976) 

Cl Video 

EVER SINCE THE DEPARTURE OF TERENCE FISHER 
from horror cinema in 1973, there have been no consis- 
tently worthwhile contributors from England working in 
the genre. It almost seemed that Clive Barker and his 
poetic violence really would be the savior of horror in the 
UK, as touted by many of his devotees, when his 
Hellraiser was released in 1987; but that effort was sand- 
wiched between the lackluster Underworld and 


Rawhead Rex before and the overblown Hellhound: 
Hellraiser II and Night Breed after. This is not to say that 
there weren't any ambitious British auteurs in the nearly 
two decades between Fisher and Barker. The two most 
prolific were Peter Walker {Flesh and Blood Show, The 
Comeback, etc.) and this picture's director, Norman J. 
Warren. 

Michael Gough, sporting an uncharacteristic mous- 
tache, stars as a Satanist who plots to resurrect an execut- 
ed witch buried on his property, so that he can utilize her 
sorcery for his own nefarious purposes. Though his reli- 
gious alliances aren't actually revealed until later, it is 
obvious during the ritualistic sacrifice of a woman at the 
outset of the film that it is indeed Gough perpetrating the 
deed behind a sinister mask: only Michael Gough sounds 
like Michael Gou^. Since he needs to use the body of a 
20-year-old woman to host the spirit of the sorceress, he 
targets his niece, who also fits the other requisite: she is a 
direct descendant of the witch. 

Catherine (Candace Glendenning) takes what she 
thinks is an innocent trip with her parents to the estate of 
her uncle, who she has never met. With his house in 
sight, their automobile crashes, killin g both her mother 
and father. Catherine spends several weeks at the resi- 
dence, falling in love with Gough's son Stephen (Martin 
Potter), who we had viewed earlier in a hackle-raising 
scene tormenting a woman with a pair of scissors and 
then smashing her head with a door. The victim of 
Gough's oblation in the initial minutes of the film — 
which in fact had taken place years before — was 
Stephen's mother (it's inconclusive why this was done), 
and a juvenile Stephen had been forced to witness the 
execution, fomenting his sadistic bent. This McGuffin 
adds to the viewer's tension. Also pointed is Stephen's 
belief that his father wanted a daughter instead of a son, a 
subtle implication she would have been used for the pur- 
pose Catherine is destined for. 

Gough's secretary Francis, who had previously been 
Stephen's lover, informs Catherine of her uncle's plan, 
but before either can escape, the secretary is impaled on a 
door with a butcher knife through the mouth (all the 
murders in this and subsequent Warren films betray an 
Italian influence) and Catherine is dragged off to the altar. 
She manages to temporarily stave off the inevitable by 
driving a nail file into Stephen's eye. However, in a really 
absurd, contrived double-twist, running back to the house 
she bumps into her father, who had survived the car 
crash, and she is told that she has hallucinated everything 
following the accident, including the Satanist cabal (she 
even finds that her uncle is not chasing her but is seated 
in the parlor); and then it turns out that indeed she had 
not been imagining, that both her father AND uncle are 
devil-worshippers. Though this isn't as ludicrous — and 
subsequently not as frustrating — as the anticlimax of 
Nightmare on Elm Street and many other honor films of 
the last two decades, it still puts a blemish on an other- 

Opposite: One-sheet for the theatrical release of 
Satan*9 Slava by Crown International Pictures. 
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IT'S CATHERINE'S BIRTHDAY.. 

YOU’RE INVITED TO HER 


Starring MICHAEL GOUGH • MARTIN POTTER 
CANDACE GLENDENNING • BARBARA KELLERMANN 

Produced by LES YOUNG & RICHARD GRAFTER ■ Screenplay by DAVID McGILLiVRAY 
Music composed and conducted by JOHN SCOTT yyjy Directed by NORMAN J . WARREN 
A Crown International Pictures Release 'IKSi 




Riccardo Palacios: Ferocious bandit king Sancho Lopez. . . or the Frito Bandlto Incarnate? From Jess Franco’s 
always entertaining Kiss and Kill. 


Starring 

CHRISTOPHER LEE-RICHARDGREENE-SHIRLEY EATON 

Saeenplay by PETER WELBECKIram a story by SAX ROHMER ■ Drtecleii by JESS f RAN CO ■ Prodoced by HARRY ALAN TOWERS 
A Commonwealth United Entertainment. Inc. and Towers ot London (films) Limited presentation. 


wise smootli film. The downbeat ending sees Catherine 
on the altar and Gough in the same disguise we'd seen 
him in earlier, then the fade-out to the end credits. 

The somewhat eclectic script is by David McGillivray, 
who often contributed to Walker's films. Warren's own 
career gradually went down after Satan's Slave. Alien 
Prey (1977) is The Fox with a "Twilight Zone" spin 
thrown in. Terror (1978) is a haphazard saga of another 
executed witch, who returns to avenge herself on the 
ancestors of her denouncers; and Horror Planet (1980) is 
about another alien, this one an embryonic creature that 
impregnates Judy Geeson (hence the alternate title, 
Inseminoid). Warren's last picture. Bloody New Year 
( 1987), is nonsensical camp about a haunted island. 

—Lome Marshall 

Lome Marshall is an aspiring novelist who has expressed 
a distaste for the extremism of horror writing today. 


Completely by coincidence, he contacted me about 
videotape trading roughly the same time that I first read 
some of his work in the pages of Bits N Pieces. You can 
be sure that you’ll see more from this talented reviewer 
in future issues of Videooze. 

KISS AJMD KILL (1968) 

aka Fu Mancbu y el Beso de la Maerte 

American Video 

KISS AND KILL IS ANOTHER ATTEMPT AT RE- 
telling the Fu Manchu story, albeit in a version that likely 
had Sax Rohmer spiiming in his grave at a cyclic rate 
faster than the human eye can perceive. This low budget 
attempt was filmed in Spain and Brazil, and produced by 
a British company. The film displays these limitations of 
budget (and in some cases, talent) throughout. 
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The story evolves from the latest fiendish plot of Fu 
Manchu. Old Doc Fu has created a serum that becomes a 
form of deadly contact poison when injected into nubile 
young beauties who then pass it on with a kiss. Fu dis- 
patches his terminal tarts out to "kiss and kill" his ene- 
mies. These enemies primarily seem to consist of 
Nayland Smith, Fu Manchu's arch-nemesis from the 
Rohmer novels. At least that's the only enemy we actu- 
ally see getting the Kiss of Death. Actually, it's only the 
Kiss of Malicious Wounding, since Nayland doesn't die 
but hovers at death's door throughout the picture. This 
leaves Nayland's bumbling, very British sidekick. Doctor 
Petrie, to find an antidote. Fie takes Nayland to the rain- 
forests of Brazil (?!) to find Fu's hideout in the hopes of 
finding a cure. Meanwhile, back in the jungle, Fu 
Manchu's dacoit thugs are fighting it out with the forces 
of bandit king Sancho Lopez, who objects to the depreda- 
tions of the local Mandarin-in-residence. 

A standard-issue heroic character, Carl, is leading an 
archaeological expedition into the hinterlands when it 
gets ambushed. Carl narrowly escapes, but his elderly 
companion. Professor Plot Development, gets killed. 
Carl runs to report this to the nearest corrupt local offi- 
cial, the Governor. Unfortunately for Carl (but fortunate- 
ly for the plot), the effete Governor arrests Carl for mur- 
der (he really just needs a good chess companion). 

The late professor's niece. Nurse Ursula, arrives at a 
remote jungle village just in time to see it attacked by the 
forces of Sancho Lopez. The bandits rape and plunder the 
village in a scene is actually pretty hysterical (in that it's 
played for laughs). They then get very drunk. Doc Fu 
decides that this is his big chance to wipe out the annoy- 
ing bandits and sends Sancho his very own "Kiss of 
Death" along with an army of dacoits to kill everyone 
else. The Kiss goes awry when the girl smooches the 
wrong bandito. Ursula escapes to report to the Governor, 
who naturally realizes the error of his ways and dispatch- 
es Carl with a (very small) army of good guys. They join 
forces with Doc Petrie and Nayland Smith and stage a 
raid on Fu's stronghold. Naturally, a bloody climax 
ensues, Lopez gets killed, Carl gets the girl. Doc Petrie 
wanders around a lot exclaiming "care for a spot of tea? 
Can't get good tea in these damn tropics" (what a gang of 
madcaps those scriptwriters are!) and Nayland Smith 
regains his vision in a remarkable display of cheesy pseu- 
do-science. Fu Manchu escapes as his fortress blows-up, 
vowing that the world wiU hear from him again. 

There are many faults one could find with this picture. 
The dubbing is bad. The Hghting is bad, almost non-exis- 
tent. The cinematography is less than inspired. 
Nonetheless, I found Kiss and Kill to be thoroughly 
enjoyable. The cheerful laissez-faire about detail often 
produced hilarious results. The plot seemed made-up as 
it meandered along, but it doesn't matter because this 
film is fuimy, and looks like it was fun to make. Even the 
extras must have sensed this, because you can see their 
big, goofy grins as they gallop through the jungle, self- 
consciously trying to look ferocious in their bandito out- 
fits. The acting was top-notch with three exceptions. 


Christopher Lee, the "name" in this picture, must have 
been in it for some quick change. Fie looked the part (the 
makeup and even the costuming were great), but acted 
without any conviction. Perhaps delivering ringing 
"Chinese" platitudes like "Let him wait. . . like an ant on 
an anthill, never knowing when the hammer will fall" 
with zero facial expression is what passed for Oriental 
stoicism in the Sixties. Veteran British character actor 
lUchard Green as Nayland Smith and Tsai Chin as Fu's 
daughter, Lin Tang, were disappointing as major charac- 
ters. Where Kiss and KUl really shines is in the "no- 
name" actors. I particularly enjoyed the performance of 
Riccardo Palacios as the fat, leering bandit chieftain 
Sancho Lopez, the living embodiment of the Frito 
Bandito, complete with bad teeth, crossed ammo belts, 
and the silhest hat on celluloid. I even felt a sense of loss 
as his body-double dummy fell to its soggy end (over a 
waterfall). FFoward Crawford provided some cheap laughs 
as Nayland's sidekick Doctor Petrie. Goetz George was a 
competent Indiana fones-style hero, if somewhat one- 
dimensional, and the lovely Maria Rohm (99 Women] 
played a good damsel in distress. 

It's all too easy to sneer at films like Kiss and Kill) but 
isn't that missing the point? So what if the picture won't 
ever win at the Cannes Film Festival? As entertain m ent. 
Kiss and Kill succeeds in what it set out to do. . . even if 
the director (Jess Franco) was trying to be serious. 

— WaltO’ltea 

Walt O’Hara is a regular VwEOOZE contributor and 
Northern Virginia filmmaker who recently beat 150 
other competitors for a chance to have his second fea- 
ture, Bloody Magnums, shown at the prestigious 
Kennedy Center in Washington, DC. 


CRIMSON (1973) 

aka Las Ratos No Duermen De La Nocbe 
Wizard 

CRIMSON WAS A FRENCH/SPANISH CO-PRODUC- 
tion which quite simply stinks to high heaven! Saying 
that though, I stiU bought the tape and I've viewed it at 
least half a dozen times since then. 

The only real points of interest to European horror film 
enthusiasts are &e presence of Paul Naschy, Sylvia Solar 
and Oliver Mathot in the cast. Naschy, of course, is 
extremely well-known for his appearances in over sixty 
Spanish horror films. Solar and Mathot have appeared in 
countless Jess Franco films and were also the "stars" in 
JuUo Tabemo's thoroughly amateurish Terreur Cannibal. 
One presumes Solar and Mathot were chosen because of 
the Eurocine connection. 

Paul Naschy has an enviable reputation, as far as 
Spanish horror filnunakers go, as one of the most profilic 
auteurs in Europe (and also one of the most imaginative 
too). This film however does little to enhance his reputa- 
tion. 

Basically, Crimson (the original title translates No 
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sleep for the Rats of the Night] is a dull, Frankenstein- 
inspired story which deals with a small bunch of gang- 
sters who, after a failed safety box job, flee from the local 
polizia only to have their most useful member. Jack 
Sumett (Naschy), shot by police bullets. 

The gangsters, led by the irrepressible (and badly 
dubbed) Mathot manage to escape to their hideout. 
Mathot telephones his concubine (Solar) and tells her to 
come over quick. Meanwhile, another gang member, 
Karl (Yul Sanders) is sent to find a Dr. Reader in a bid to 
save Sumett's life. Karl finds the doctor in a drunken stu- 
por — slumped on his bed. After throwing a bunch of 
flowers in his face, Karl eventually manages to rouse the 
doctor by shoving his head under a cold tap. The doctor 
moans but Karl tells him, "don't be such a cunt!" 

The doctor tells Mathot and Co. that he is unable to 
save Surnett and the only way to do so is to take him to a 
local hospital. Mathot flatly refuses as Surnett would 
immediately be captured by the polizia. The only other 
way to save Surnett's life would be to give him a brain 
transplant! I guess you knew this was coming, huh? Dr. 
Reader advises that they take Surnett to an old college 
friend, known as "The Professor". His studies into the 
human brain and neurosurgery are supposedly revolution- 
ary. So Mathot and Co. pile into a VW camper and set off 
in search of the professor. 

Upon arrival, they discover that the professor's hands 
are badly damaged and as a consequence, he is unable to 
work with them. Instead he prefers to utilize his wife's 
hands. Dr. Reader lays the story down on a plate for the 
professor. The professor, obviously disturbed at having 
not only to harbor such dangerous gangsters as Mathot 
but also being forced to save the life of one too, refuses. 
Mathot gets uglier than usual and threatens the profes- 
sor's children. At this, the professor agrees. Using equip- 
ment that looks like rejects from Lost in Space, the pro- 
fessor advises Mathot that he will require a donor brain 
from a similar person. Mathot decides to obtain the brain 
of a person that Sumett hates — a rival gangster called 
"The Sadist". 

Mathot's concubine is the bait and as she seduces the 
Sadist at a seedy (and empty) nightclub, Karl does the 
rest. The Sadist is taken to the professor's house in the 
countryside and is placed next to Sumett in the profes- 
sor's cellar laboratory. With the brain transplant com- 
plete, the Sadist's body is disposed of and Sumett is left to 
recover. The Sadist's henchmen, meanwhile begin the 
search for their boss after a tip-off from one of the dancers 
at the nightclub. 

Surnett makes a recovery, but suffers from terrifying 
hallucinations and develops psychotic tendencies. 
Making his escape into the nei^boring countryside, he 
embarks on a relatively small orgy of killing. A local 
farm girl, Karl, and Mathot's concubine are all found 
dead. Can Sumett be stopped before he kills anyone else? 
Will the Sadist's henchmen get there first? Will Mathot 
kill the professor's children and will Dr. Reader register at 
the Betty Ford Chnic? Who cares? At this point, you just 
want the film to draw to an end, having just spent 80 or 


so minutes half asleep. 

Undoubtedly the film has been severely edited for 
release in Britain (as it has been in the U.S. — Ed.] and 
has also suffered terribly from a very bad case of the old 
problem of "inappropriate dubbing". This adds to the 
ludicrousness of the whole picture as the voices don't fit 
the characters or the mood that director Juan Fortunay 
tried to set. The script seems to have been re-written by 
the English translators and serves only to fit the Up move- 
ments of the actors, and any hint of cohesion is dispersed 
by the awful dialogue. The music is standard early '70s 
fare but also seems to have been altered. Most Naschy 
fans will be very disappointed with the whole film and 
any other horror fan will probably just hate it. 

— NIgsl Bartlett 

Nigel Bartlett is a regular contributor to Videooze and 
edits Raw Virus in the U.K. 


CAVE OF THE LIVING DEAD (1964) 
aka Der Flucb der Gruenen Augen 
Film Development Coxpotation 

THE VAMPIRE LEGEND GETS A TREATMENT FROM 
Yugoslavia and West Germany in this methodical tale of 
a town plagued by vampire attacks. After the mysterious 
death of six women, Inspector Frank Doren is summoned 
to visit the town to investigate. Before heading out, 
Frank is informed that all six victims were kUled during 
the hour of midnight amongst a power failure. 

En route, Frank's car breaks down. Here, he happens 
upon a girl named Karen, who accompanies him into 
town. Karen fives with a Professor Von Halsek, typing up 
various notes that pertain to the Professor's experiments 
with human blood (hmmmm). 

That night, while Frank is asleep at the local iim, a 
vampire strikes in the room next to his — killing Maria 
(the irm's maid). If Frank entered into this case staunchly 
opposed to any superstitious explanations for the many 
deaths, his mind is soon changed after visiting Nanny 
(the local witch) and wimessing the sudden disappearance 
of Maria from a totally sealed room. 

Needless to say, the town IS plagued by vampires, and 
Frank suddenly finds himself armed with a cross, a pow- 
der of ground thorns (this will heal the fresh wound of a 
vampire) and a wooden stake. Eventually, the obvious is 
exposed, and Professor Von Halsek is revealed as the vam- 
pire's "ring leader." 

After a run-in with the vampiric Maria, in which 
Karen is attacked and bitten (but saved with the powder 
of groimd thorns), Frank enters the grottos armed with 
his infra-red night viewer, and follows Von Halsek to his 
coffin (which resides in the grottos beneath his castle). 
Here Von Halsek meets his end, as Frank drives a wooden 
stake into his heart. The Professor bursts into flames 
after being reduced to a skeleton (a new twist) and Maria 
dies, released from her vampiric state. 

Although this film contains some excellent footage 
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(the attack on Maria is very well-done), Cave of the 
Living Dead plods along and lacks an involving storyline. 
Some aspects of the plot are never developed. For 
instance, why does the town experience a power shortage 
while the vampires roam the countryside (obviously, this 
eludes to some kind of kinetic energy that the undead 
possess, but this is never made clear), and what exactly 
were those experiments being done by Professor Von 
Halsek? There's a odd addition to the vampire legend 
that is hinted at, but not made too obvious. Von Halsek 
has a black servant who also lives at the castle. At one 
point the servant says to Frank, "I guess they don't like 
dark meat." 

Adrian Hoven, the actor who plays Inspector Doren, 
also worked with Jesus Franco. Hoven later made a name 
for himself as producer of 1969's Hexen bis aufs Blut 
Gequaelt (aka Maik of the Devil], and directing its 
sequel, Hexen Geschandet und zu Tode Gequaelt (aka 
Maik of the Devil, Part II] 
in 1972. Hoven directed 
his first (awful) film in 
1967, Im Schloss der 
Bluten Begieide (aka 
Castle of Lust, Castle of 
the Creeping Flesh on 
video) using most of the 
same cast and crew from 
Franco's Aquila Prod- 
uctions. 

—Nathan Miner 


FEAST FOR THE 
DEVIL (1971) 
aka Las Amantes 
del Diablo 
Mogul 

MADE ONLY THREE 
years after Rosemary’s 
Baby, this feature shares 
with other horror films of 
its period {Warlock Moon 
and Sergio Martino's Tutti 
i Color! del Buio, to name 
but two) a theme of diabol- 
ic conspiracy. Unlike most 
of the other Polanski pre- 
tenders, however, this one 
lacks a penchant for mys- 
tery. 

After her sister is dis- 
covered wandering out of a 
forest, white-haired and 
babbling the name 
"Sheba", Hilda (Krista 
Nell) decides to visit the 
resort where her sibling 
had recently vacationed. 


Cave o/ the Living Dead ran on the Tk’ans-Lux released 
double bill with Tomb of Torture, 


While investigating, Hilda is courted by a Doctor Nescu 
(Espartaco Santoni), a mesmerist and occultist her sister 
had been seen with prior to her trauma. Not dissuaded 
by this (or other clues she pieces together as the movie 
goes on that indicate the good doctor is not so good), 
Hilda begins a relationship with Nescu, who plans to 
make her his next victim. His female assistant, who had 
developed an attraction for Hilda, kills Nescu before he 
can make the Satanic sacrifice. 

The skeleton of Feast for the Devil's plot is straightfor- 
ward, but the specifics send the viewer into puzzlement. 
"Sheba" turns out to be a word describing the female 
incarnation of the Devil, though later a demented woman 
tells Hilda that Nescu is indeed the devil and is looking 
for his "Sheba". Then the magician himself remarks that 
the assistant he has had all along is his "Sheba". The 
Satanic sub-plot is a ruse anyway, as what Nescu is really 
doing is killing women who remind him of his mother, 
who we see in the film's 
only interesting scene 
cheating on his father and 
then whipping her husband 
when he protests. Her evil 
leads him to hang himself. 
The boy perhaps views the 
woman as Sheba, but it 
doesn't explain why he 
himself pursues the dark 
practice as an adult. Also 
silly is the discovery by 
Hilda (in the catacombs 
under Nescu's castle) of 
the perfectly preserved 
corpses of the doctor's vic- 
tims, including her sister. 
And the dubbing is some- 
times ridiculous (particu- 
larly in a scene in which a 
gathering of people at 
Nescu's estate sing "Happy 
Party to You," to the tune 
of "Happy Birthday to 
You"), which may be why 
the tale is muddled. 

Spanish director Joe 
Lacy (Jose Maria Elorietta) 
worked in the genre quite a 
bit in the early 70's, 
helming such works as El 
Espectro del Terror, La 
Llamada del Vampiro, and 
the entertaining comical 
adventure Una Bruja sin 
Escoba, as well as co- 
scripting Escalofrio 
Diabolico. He also worked 
with Paul Naschy on at 
least one occasion. 

—Lome Marshall 
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VAMPIRE 

CINEMA 

of Geiaido 

DELEON 

INURING THE LATE 1960S AND EARLY 1970S (IF THERE WAS 
ever a period that could be called the "heyday" of Filipino horror, 
this was it) an extraordinarily talented film director made two sel- 
dom seen and loosely coimected films dealing with the subject of 
vampirism in a family setting. This aspect is especially teUing as the 
family is the primary unit of social awareness in the Phihppines. In 
addition, both films contained strong religious overtones (religion 
also holds a central place in the life of a Edipino) that were highly 
reflective of the society in which the pictures were made. The fact 
that they are loaded with all sorts of radical departures from the 
established literary and Hollywood vampire conventions makes 
these pictures all the more fascinating. Never in my wildest dreams 
did 1 ever expect to be able to unearth as much information as 1 did 
. on this virtually unknown (in the U.S.) Philippine filmmaker. A 
journalist with better resources could (and should) easily write a 
book about the man. 


Fihpino 
Bloodsuckers 
in a 

Familial Context 


By Bob 
Sargent 
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Gerardo Ylagan de Leon's fiery passion for the cinema 
was kindled by his large family and its extensive back- 
ground in theater. The Ylagans were involved in so many 
stage plays and motion pictures that one pre-war writer 
was prompted to dub them "the Barrymores of the 
Philippines". Early in his career as a director, young 
Gerardo opted to drop his surname in favor of his moth- 
er's family name because he was embarrassed about so 
many Ylagans appearing in film credits everywhere. 
Eventually his identity evolved into simply being Gerry 
de Leon. 

Gerry was definitely influenced by his father in the 
early days. The multi-talented Hermogenes was a play- 
wright, producer and even a musical conductor (for a 
group that performed in provincial town fiestas). This no 
doubt led to young Gerry (still in high school) taking a job 
as the piano player at the nearby Cine Modemo. They 
played silent films and Gerry often ended-up with a stiff 
neck after screenings from watching the movies while 
trying to play the piano at the same time. Patrons would 
yell at him to continue playing when he sometimes 
stopped (too mesmerized by what was happening on 
screen to continue pounding the keys). He was particu- 
larly fond of European fare recounting, "I was in awe 
watching these kind of movies, they were so dynamic in 
composition. The Volga Boatman was unforgettable." 

These silent movies actually served as some of his pre- 
liminary schooling in cinema. The man himself said, "it 
was very good training because the pictures told the 
story. That's pure cinematic art. Of course, the move- 
ments were larger than life, almost over-acting. But at 
the time it was very impressive. Someone once said that 
if you want to test a movie, turn off the audio, and if it's 
still interesting that means it's good. So, if you can bring 
out your point silently, do it." 

After high school, de Leon enrolled in a college of 
medicine (deciding he would rather become a doctor) and 
pursued his studies there for a number of years. But the 
movies still proved to hold a great attraction for the 
young man, and he somehow (after discovering he was of 
a too compassionate nature to make it as a doctor) man- 
aged to find time to become a professional actor and 
scriptwriter prior to graduation. Continuing his medical 
studies, he took the board exam and passed with high 
marks (an amazing feat considering he was simultaneous- 
ly working in the movies). 

He only practiced medicine for a short time and even- 
tually stopped to enjoy a full time career in the film 
world when a Philippine producer gave him his first 
break in 1939, to direct Ama’t Anak (with his brother, 
Tito Arevalo). The picture gained critical acclaim so 
other directorial assignments rapidly followed. For his 
biggest pre-war success, Ang Maestia, he used a then- 
unknown but promising teen-aged screenwriter named 
Eddie Romero (another major practitioner of horror in the 
Philippines). The film took off at the box office and both 

Pravlous page: TWO vampires ambraca — Ronald 
Ramy and Eva Montaz from The Bfood Drinkora. 


men had their careers made. Sadly the film (about a 
teacher from Manila whose troubled brother follows her 
to a small provincial town, and then embroils it in a scan- 
dal), like so many other early de Leon works, has been 
lost. Pre-war era film reels were of the flammable nitrate 
type and, handled improperly, were prone to spontaneous 
combustion. The Library of Congress instituted a pro- 
gram in the sixties to convert the unstable footage of 
films shot like this (stored in fireproof vaults] to acetate 
stock thus preserving older works for posterity. 

De Leon's career as a director continued through the 
late thirties and into the early forties only to be stopped 
dead in its tracks by the outbreak of war in 1941. 
Returning to his old love of the theater during the 
Japanese Occupation, he also soon resumed his medical 
practice. Meanwhile, the Japanese had created their own 
film agency that had begun booking Filipino movies. 
When Japanese officials who had seen (and liked) his 
work visited de Leon at his home, he insisted he was no 
longer involved in filmmaking and was now a doctor. 
This prompted one of the Japanese officers to curtly 
remark, "Many doctors in Manila but only one director!" 
De Leon was subsequently ordered to serve as assistant 
director on one of their propaganda films called Tear 
Down the American Flag. He did his job so well that the 
impressed Japanese had him assist in the making of many 
more of these types of films. 

During one shoot that was using American prisoners of 
war as extras, de Leon relates an anecdote about how he 
and some of his fellow countrymen had been given the 
scare of their lives. Apparently, the Americans had 
passed httle notes (intended for friends and loved ones in 
Manila) on to the Filipinos but, unknown to any of them, 
there was a spy among them. The next day, a machine- 
gun-wielding Japanese officer ordered these Americans 
and Filipinos to line-up. A Japanese commander 
informed the whole group that they had two minutes to 
produce the notes OR ELSE. The POWs and Filipino 
actors alike were roughed-up by the soldiers in charge 
(one of de Leon's brothers was even slapped in the face by 
a Japanese interpreter) and Gerry thought it was all over 
for them! Luckily, the Japanese co-director showed-up, 
winked at de Leon and explained the whole situation to 
the grim-looking commander. When they were con- 
vinced that the notes were harmless, the Japanese sol- 
diers withdrew from the scene. 

After the war, de Leon dove back into his movie career 
headfirst. His talent developed as he continued to work 
throughout the fifties and sixties (producing many works 
to be later considered Filipino classics). Lighting and 
composition were both integral parts of any de Leon 
movie and the director himself traces his talent for both 
to a childhood obsession with sketching. In his later trav- 
els abroad he would visit museums to study the works of 
famous artists and noted, "Rembrandt has a very special 
way of lighting the faces of his models. His favorite tech- 
nique is the crosshght effect, in which fight comes from 
the background and illuminates certain portions of the 
subject's face and you get a three-dimensional effect." 
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Eddie Garala (center) reacts appropriately after learning the terrible truth about his dear, departed mother in 
The Curse of the Vampires. 


Anyone who has watched one (especially the two detailed 
by this article) of his films can see that de Leon readily 
added this technique to his own repertoire. 

Always directing from instinct; only later in his career 
did he come into contact with books about filmmaking 
(written by author-directors like Sergei Eisenstein). They 
DID help de Leon's technique but when he felt he was 
losing his spontaneity as a result, he trashed the books 
and returned to his old way of directing by feeling. He 
even advised younger practitioners of film to "do it your 
way even' if it's against the rules." 

Gerardo de Leon's oeuvie contained all manner of 
film s (justifying the arguments of those who would label 
him a "genre-jumper") and each one of them is different 
from the next. Although it sometimes seems as if he spe- 
cialized in action/adventure films, he also directed seri- 
ous dramas, horror films (of course) and even musicals. 
Regarded as one of Philippine cinema's great (if not the 
greatest) names, the man was truly an artist as demon- 
strated by the opening sequence of The Vampire People 
(aka The Blood Drinkers] (1966). The titles roll and de 
Leon's camera frames a spinning wheel (of a horse-drawn 
carriage bearing a coffin) that pulls the viewer into the 
action immediately. A wider shot reveals an automobile 
following the wagon and the director has already trans- 
ported us from what was seemingly the old world to a 
present day setting (with expert ease). Long overdue for a 


videotape release in the U.S., this tinted black and white 
(with some real color) feature was seen on drive-in 
screens across America (usually at the bottom of a double 
or triple bill) and in later years could occasionally be 
caught on late night television. The tropical locations 
used were probably novel to American moviegoers during 
a time that Hammer was cranking out pure Gothic films 
immovably situated in Europe. De Leon captured the 
steaminess of the jungle on film so successfully that 
watching these pictures can actually induce perspiration! 

The story that unfolds to the strains of Tito Arevalo's 
repetitive soundtrack (probably more a budgetary restric- 
tion than any real lack of creativity on his part — magni- 
fied to the nth degree by the rehashing of his horn-heavy 
score throughout the Blood Island trilogy that starred 
American actor John Ashley) concerns a bizarre collec- 
tion of strangers who have come to a little village for the 
sole purpose of revitalizing one of their number who has 
fallen ill. Bald-headed Dr. Marco's (Ronald Remy) 
entourage includes his dying lover Katrina (Amalia 
Puentes wearing a blonde wig), his exotic-looking assis- 
tant Tanya (Eva Montez) and Katrina's mother, Doha 
Marisa (Mary Walter). There are also a couple of lackeys 
including a bat that responds to commands named 
"Bazzra", a dwarf and a hunchback (the dubbing job on 
this last character is particularly annoying). 

Taking place amid some swirling mists and carefully 
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planned lighting, all this is 
lovingly photographed hy cin- 
ematographer Felipe J. 

Sacdalan and is evocative of 
the work of another skilled 
cinematic stylist — Mario 
Bava. Katrina {inside the cof- 
fm| is carried into one of the 
rooms of an old chapel and 
hooked-up to some blood 
transfusion apparatus. We're 
not quite sure what is going 
on until a light shines through 
a stained-glass window (bear- 
ing a cross motif). The reac- 
tions around the room imme- 
diately give away who the vampires are. It is revealed 
that the group is here to obtain the healthy heart and 
blood of Katrina's twin sister, Charita (Puentes again) so 
that the weakening vampire girl might live. The problem 
is getting their hands on the donor so that the necessary 
operation might be performed. The task falls on the 
human servant. Dona Marisa, to extend an invitation to 
Charita to visit them at the old family estate. In the 
meantime, the vampires exsanguinate scantily-clad vil- 
lage girls in order to keep Katrina well-supplied (and mur- 
der Charita's foster parents to get them out of the way). 

There are some gruesome shots of tom throats but it's 
the subtle way the relationships between all the main 
players are handled that really keeps the film so interest- 
ing. One strange scene shows that Marco sleeps in a bed 
instead of the stereotypical coffin. When Tanya wakes 
him, she subsequently proves herself to be so much more 
than just a good lab assistant. Becoming a little too 
demanding of his affection for her own good, Marco 
decides to instill some discipline in Tanya with his bull- 
whip — but what is actually happening is a vampire tak- 
ing blood from another vampire (a weird departure from 
other examples of vampire cinema that is repeated sever- 
al times throughout the picture). 

One of the most frightening sequences of the film 
occturs when the vampirized foster parents pay a visit to a 
horrified Charita. She is "saved" by Dr. Marco who fends 
them off with his buUwhip. Remy cuts a commanding 
figure as the aristocratic Marco, a complex character 
capable of shifting back and forth between surprising ten- 
derness and extraordinary cmelty with ease. 

Enter Victor Delacruz and his two sisters, travelers 
stopping to room at Charita's (now mostly vacant) home. 
As the young man becomes embroiled in the sinister 
goings-on, Delacruz also develops into a love interest for 
Charita. When the graves of the foster parents are found 
to be empty, Delacruz places the blame on Marco and 
takes the matter to the local authorities who are unwill- 
ing to move against the good doctor. TViming to the vil- 
lage priest for help, some vampire lore is discussed 
including an explanation for why stakes must be made 
from wood (another film first). Further discussion creates 
some confusion as the padre's reference books refer to 


vampirism as a disease while 
he himself likens it to posses- 
sion by the devil! 

Marisa opposes the idea of 
sacrificing Charita, forcing 
Marco to exert his will over 
her. Meanwhile, jealous 
Tanya sends the rapidly fad- 
ing Katrina off the estate 
grounds in search of the blood 
she so desperately needs. Too 
starved for the red stuff, 
Katrina collapses. Delacruz 
and the padre stake Charita's 
foster parents in the grave- 
yard. Reluctantly, Delacruz 
leaves Charita with Marisa, at the same time meeting Dr. 
Marco and Tanya during the daylight hours (both wearing 
dark sunglasses indoors). Marco makes an attempt to 
dominate Delacruz through a handshake but is unsuc- 
cessful. 

As the sun sets, Delacruz is tricked into going to the 
old chapel where he is attacked by the hunchback and the 
dwarf. Seeing the young man getting the better of his ser- 
vants, Dr. Marco intervenes and repeatedly uses his abih- 
ty to render himself invisible until gaining the upperhand 
and ejecting Delacruz from the grounds (rather than 
killing him and risking a poUce investigation). 

Delacruz immediately goes to the police but is still 
having trouble convincing them that Dr. Marco is up to 
no good. The padre arrives to view the latest blood- 
drained body in the morgue. Momentarily alone with the 
corpse, the police chief is attacked after the dead man 
sudde^y grabs his arm. Delacruz and the padre rush 
back into the room in time to watch the chief expire on 
the now empty slab with his throat perforated (this scene 
beautifully illustrates de Leon's masterful ability to block 
his actors in the most effective way possible — rewind it 
and watch it again). 

At the old chapel, Marisa finally reveals to Charita 
who she really is in the presence of Katrina (who is lying 
silent and immobile on a lab table). TVenty years previ- 
ously, tragedy befell the family resulting in Marisa leav- 
ing the country with Katrina (and Charita's real father 
committing suicide). Marco and the others arrive on the 
scene and the aristocrat plants a post-hypnotic suggestion 
on Charita to come to him when Bazzra (the bat servant) 
calls on her. 

As Charita's friends cope with her new (disturbed) 
mental condition, Dr. Marco wrestles with his lust for 
Tanya versus his love of Katrina. Half-crazed from lack of 
sustenance (and the horrible realization of what she is 
becoming) Katrina attacks her own mother for blood. 
Marco pulls them apart and substitutes his own neck 
(deciding the heart transplant had better take place that 
night). 

The padre manages to snap Charita out of her trance 
and she rapidly brings everyone up to date. What follows 
is another unique twist whereby through the power of 


w 

w W bat you’re 
seeing is just a shell. It moves 
and cries only through the 
power of Satan. 
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prayer, Marco and Katrina 
are temporarily freed of 
their evil — briefly 
enabling them to walk in 
broad daylight but the ben- 
eficial effect is short-lived 
and they soon revert back 
to what they were. 

Katrina, weaker than ever, 
needs more blood requiring 
Marco to give her his own 
in a transfusion while the 
hunchback stalks more 
young girls. 

Finally able to bring the 
police and villagers around 
as to what the hell is going 
on, Delacruz leads the mob 
to follow all of the vam- 
pire's previous victims 
who are now being drawn 
to the villa. Marco evokes 
Bazzra (and Charita is soon 
on her way to the villa as 
well). But Marco is too 
late to perform the needed operation — further delayed 
by Marisa's last act of defiance before she has her throat 
tom out by the bat servant. 

The evildoers flee into the jungle with Charita but 
Delacruz is able to reveal their hiding places with the 
help of a flare gun. Charita is rescued. The hunchback is 
killed during a struggle. The rem aining vampires are held 
at bay with more flares and torches. Marco uses his pow- 
ers to escape (never to be seen again "for who can trap the 
devil himself?" says the padre). The abandoned Tanya 
commits suicide with a flaming stake and Katrina is mer- 
cifully laid to rest. 

The second film, Cuzse of the Vampires (aka Creatures 
of Evil] (1970) is referred to^^ a sequel to The Vampire 
People in some reference works. Beyond a similarity in 
themes plus the re-use of some of the same cast (Amalia 
Fuentes and Mary Walter) and sets (the ornate gate to the 
villa is easily recognizable) from the-earlier film. Curse 
only bears a vague resemblance to its predecessor. In glo- 
rious color, a U.S. video release for this title is also con- 
spicuously absent. Tito Arrevalo's overused musical 
score is even more evident in this picture and the director 
of photography, Mike Accion, uses colored gels in many 
instances (echoing the look of the first film ). Also seen is 
the (again, annoyingly dubbed) half-wit servant. This 
time, the servant remains un-vampirized (unlike the 
himchback bloodsucker in the first movie). 

Stealing a few moments for themselves (away horn a 
large social gathering taking place in the house of the 
wealthy Don Enrique), Daniel seizes the opportunity to 
propose to Leonora. Their privacy is disrupted by the 
horrible cries of a woman in pain. Determining that 
there must be a chamber (inaccessible from out-of-doors) 
underneath the bedroom of Leonora's father, Don 


Enrique, the two lovers 
rush back into the house in 
time to find the Don 
clutching his chest and 
collapsing. 

Thinking he is on his 
deathbed, Don Enrique 
inexplicably decrees that 
all his wealth be disposed 
of and the house be burned 
to the ground (to the 
amazement of his legal 
heirs, Eduardo and 
Leonora). Finishing with 
the legal matters, Don 
Enrique dismisses all but 
the padre. He then shares 
with the clergyman (but 
not the viewer) what is 
really going on. 

Upset about being cut- 
out of his inheritance, 
Eduardo demands an e^la- 
nation. With the help of 
his half-witted servant, 
Don Enrique shows Eduardo the secret chamber behind a 
painting (of Eduardo's deceased mother) in the master 
bedroom. "What is that coffin for Papa?" inquires 
Eduardo, and the ball really gets rolling. Eduardo's moth- 
er is revealed to be a vampire due to some family curse 
(the reason why there is a curse to begin with is not 
revealed, at least — not in the obviously cut print that I 
viewed). Don Enrique, unable to bring hims elf to destroy 
her, relies on her fear of the whip and holy crosses to keep 
his vampiric spouse (and her bloodlust) in check. His 
lack of intestinal fortitude proves to be the whole family's 
undoing as the disastrous consequences of his inaction 
soon reveal. 

As a vampire, Consuela (the Don's wife) is a pitiful 
creature — too small and frail to be particularly frighten- 
ing. In fact, the real monsters are later proven to be Don 
Enrique and Eduardo. Shortly after the big revelation and 
in a classic case of poor-timing, Daniel's father (following 
custom) pleads his boy's case to the imsympa^etic ears 
of Don Enrique: to take the hand of Leonora. Naturally, 
Leonora is unhappy with the negative outcome but her 
father offers no explanation. 

Overhearing a commotion one night, Leonora breaks 
in on one of her father's whipping sessions. The trem- 
bling Consuela is found chained to a wall as Eduardo 
attempts to make clear the situation to an understand- 
ably distraught Leonora. 

"What you're seeing is just a shell. It moves and cries 
only through the power of Satan," intones Don Enrique 
in an explanation of what animates vampires (that is basi- 
cally the same in the first film). Leonora, realizing that 
the family curse would continue through her bloodline, 
breaks-off her engagement to a heartbroken Daniel. 

Foolishly paying a solo visit to his mother's chamber of 



Some evil servants have all the luck. The hunchback 
puts the bite on a Filipino lovely in The Blood 
Drinkors. 
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imprisonment, Eduardo is quickly vampirized. 
Sequestering himself in his room for days, Leonora 
observes the sudden change in her brother. Finally, over- 
come with the lust for blood (smashing mirrors and doing 
other things a vampire might do), Eduardo disappears into 
the night. 

Eduardo soon finds his girlfriend, Christina (who is 
also Daniel's sister), departing church without an escort. 
Drinking her blood and raping her, Eduardo later arrives 
at Christina's home (where the stricken girl is being tend- 
ed to) and, practically admitting his guilt, brazenly 
demands her hand in marriage. The two are quickly wed 
and shortly thereafter, Christina is established as 
Eduardo's slave — and the family curse (now in full effect) 
has successfully passed on to the next generation. 

When the door to Consuela's prison chamber is acci- 
dentally left unlocked, the elder bloodsucker escapes into 
the house and almost vampirizes the sleeping Leonora, 
but is repelled by the cross. Pursuing Consuela into the 
misty jungle, Don Enrique and the half-wit straggle with 
her and are finally forced to stake her (the servant impales 
her with an old wooden fencepost). The vampire's body 
is thereafter burned. Thinking the worst to be over, Don 
Enrique returns to the house only to be killed by Eduardo 
(now a full-fledged vampire). 

Leonora rebuffs Daniel at her father's burial. 
Thereafter, Daniel and Eduardo come to blows but 
Leonora intervenes when her paramour seems to be get- 
ting the better of her brother (he was about to tun the 
scoundrel through with a pitchfork). As a condition of 
sparing Eduardo, Daniel is able to extract the truth from 
Leonora. Unfortunately, the now-empty coffin in the 
basement does not convince skeptical Daniel of anything 
and he insists the whole affair is in Leonora's mind. 
Persuading her to leave with him, Eduardo overhears 
their plans and sabotages their coach. The coach over- 
turns at high speed and plunges into a watery ravine. 
Awakening three days later, Leonora discovers that 
Daniel had been killed in the "accident." 

With the competition out of the way, Eduardo develops 
some incestuous notions about his beautiful younger sis- 
ter — but is scared off by Daniel's avenging spirit 
(invoked by Leonora's haunting cries). A duel with 
swords between the ghost and the vampire ensues where, 
conversely to the previously discussed film, it is now the 
vampire who is thwarted by an opponent who continu- 
ously renders himself invisible. 

Thinking that he imagined the fight, Eduardo believes 
himself to be going mad. F alling into the arms of a busty 
Mestizo serving girl for comfort, Eduardo accidentally 
loosens her blouse. Overcome by the sight of all that 
exposed flesh, he immediately vampirizes the innocent 
girl (providing an onlooking Christina with an unhappy 
moment). 

Refusing to believe Daniel is dead, Leonora screams 
when she opens his grave and finds his wide-eyed corpse 
to be there. Begimiing her mad fli^t, she is nearly scared 
to death by the half-wit who happens to be prowling 
around the cemetery. Doubling her speed, she runs right 


into the arms of the waiting vampires. With fangs bared, 
Eduardo and a quartet of vampire women (Christina and 
three Mestizos) pass Leonora amongst themselves until 
she nearly dies from blood loss due to multiple bites. 

Placing her back into bed, the undead villains await 
Leonora's death (and her subsequent joining of their 
ranks) but the angry villagers descend on the house. The 
vampires retreat to the basement where it is the half-wit 
who places an iron cross on the staircase to keep them 
from escaping. The mob, led by the Padre and a doctor, 
torch the place and everyone watches as the cursed house 
is consumed by flames. The happy ending comes when 
Daniel's ghost finally releases Leonora's tortured soul and 
the two spirits embrace to walk into the sumise. 

Although Curse was no less exciting visually, I would 
have to go with the first film if I were given a choice to 
repeat view one or the other. Curse of the Vampires was 
easily the more religion-oriented of the two, as the icons 
(crosses, statues of the Madoima, etc) are everywhere and 
anyone who is "saved" owes his or her salvation to 
prayer. Having exhausted the vampiric theme, de Leon 
continued with mad doctors (in Beast of Blood], WIP 
films (with titles like Women in Cages) and then seem- 
ingly out of the horror and exploitation market. 

Although the man left behind him a lifetime's work of 
about 70 films, he suffered poor health in his later years 
which probably slowed him down. Another hard knock 
for de Leon came when, in a near fatal accident, a drunk- 
en American sailor driving a six-by-six truck rammed 
into a taxi in which he was riding. The subsequent opera- 
tion was botched and one of the nerves in his vocal cords 
was severed, leaving him with a voice barely above a 
whisper. 

He was also anti-censorship, saying people in the gov- 
ermnent should be promoting the best Philippine cinema 
had to offer to the world rather than "looking for scenes 
that they can censor, a little violence, a little sex scene 
now and then. They don't realize that great scenes are 
like that. When you are a director or a writer you are like 
a preacher, and to drive home your sermons you use 
words or scenes that will jolt the moviegoer. If you cut 
these scenes and not show them outside, we'll be so ane- 
mic we will never sell." 

Gerardo de Leon died in 1981 at the age of 68. With an 
impressive body of work and numerous awards to his 
credit, he stiU had some tmresolved frustrations. Chief 
among them was the fact that he and his colleagues never 
could come up with the breakthrough film that would get 
them into the international film market. De Leon con- 
sidered the Japanese were able to do this with Kurosawa's 
Rashomon. As no Filipino producer could muster a bud- 
get on the order of $25 million dollars (like Francis Ford 
Coppola's Apocalypse Now, partially shot in the 
Philippines), de Leon was convinced that he needed the 
help of the Philippine government (or the miniscule bud- 
gets they had to contend with would forever condemn 
them to obscurity). No funding seemed to be forthcom- 
ing and unfortunately for us, de Leon never did get to 
make his Rashomon. m 
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Alexandra Bastedo 

Actress 


A LITTLE SEEN BUT MEMORABLE FILM STAR, 
Alexandra Bastedo's performance in Vicente Aranda's The 
Blood Spattered Bride (1972) was one of the eeriest por- 
traits of a disturbed woman in the history of seventies 
Spanish horror cinema. Playing a vampiric lesbian who 
incites a young bride to murder her abusive husband, the 
film simultaneously hit upon the perversely novel idea of 
a coffin built for two. 

An Alexandra Lendon Bastedo appeared amongst a 
group of teenagers in William Castle's 13 Frightened 
Girls (1963). The Champions (1967) was a British-made 
teleseries which also starred Stuart Damon. In it, Ms. 
Bastedo played Sharron Macready, one of a trio of spies 
with superhuman abilities. The show was entertaining, 
but uneven, and only ran for one season. 

Two more of her early film roles were in 1970 with 
This, That and the Other (British-made) and Wedding 


Night (Ireland). During the same year, Alexandra landed 
a bit part in the Gothic psychodrama My Lover, My Son. 

Tyburn Films' The Ghoul (1974) features Ms. Bastedo 
as the sole survivor of a band of vintage auto-racing 
wastrels who run afoul of a defrocked clergyman and his 
cannibalistic offspring. A Spanish/Swiss co-production 
called I Hate My Body (1975) finds her as Leda, the 
unhappy subject of a transsexual brain transplant. Joseph 
Larraz cast her in Estigma (1981) where the blonde-haired 
beauty became entangled in a love triangle with a teenage 
psychic-kiUer and his older brother. 

Even with only a few genre credits to her name, 
Alexandra Bastedo still managed to stand out in any pro- 
duction she was involved in. I only wish there was more 
data on her, another European actress who made her 
indelible mark and then seemingly vanished horn the 
motion picture scene without a trace. ■ 
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GLAD TO SEE YOU'RE BACK FOR THE SECOND 
installment of the fanzines column. I certainly hope 
someone has found this of use because I feel it's impor- 
tant to get the word out about all these other great pubU- 
cations. Support as many of them as you can afford to 
but even more importantly, let them Imow their efforts 
are appreciated. Publishing a fanzine is rewarding but it 
is also a lot of hard work. I'm sure most editors spend 
plenty of long, lonely hours toiling away over typewriters 
and word processors. Our praise is the least we can give 
them back in return. 


NAKED! SCREAMING! TERROR! 

Dave Tbdarello and Tan Paxton 
P.O. Box 67, Oberlin, OH 44074-0067 

IF YOU HAVEN'T PICKED-UP A COPY OF N!S!T! #4/5 
(a special double issue) yet then you're missing the most 
awesome and indispensible guide to Asian horror and 
exploitation cinema that I've ever seen! Tom Weisser's 
review section is like a mini-encyclopedia that should 
find a home on every fantasy film enthusiast's bookshelf. 
There must be an incredible 100-t films (most. I've never 
heard of before) covered here! A real page-turner — I read 
it straight through in one sitting — that has already got 
me scanning the yellow pages to locate all the Chinese, 
Japanese and Korean video clubs in my area. Single 
copies of this cost $4.00 (checks made payable to Kronos 
Productions) and they're really worth every penny of it. 
Yow! 


ECCO 

Charles Kilgore 

P.O. Box 65742, Washington, DC 20035 

AN EXCEPTIONAL FANZINE THAT MOST FOLKS 
count among the very best. ECCO #14 finishes a great 
feature on Dirty Westerns that is a must-read for sleaze 
fans. Past issues have covered Mamie Van Doren, K. 
Gordon Murray's Mexican Horrors and (my favorite) 
stinging editorials about the misguided folks at 
Blockbuster Video who are doing their part to water-down 
what we can see on tape. If you want a look, subscrip- 
tions are $8 U.S./$12 foreign for 4 issues and worth their 
weight in gold. ECCO is published quarterly. 


FILM THREAT 
Christian Gore 

P.O. Box 3170, Los Angeles, CA 90078-3170 

I HAD TO INCLUDE THIS ONE BECAUSE I'VE NEVER 
seen anything like it. Film Threat is a professional-look- 
ing, fuU-sized, underground video magazine and its con- 
tents defy description. Number 22 contains a shocking 
article on a video the Go-Gos did in 1981 that makes the 
Rob Lowe tape scandal sound tame in comparison. Past 
issues have included discussions of international fare 
such as the infamous Nekiomantik and Japanimation 
sex/gore titles like The Legend of the Overfiend (aka 
Uiotsukidoji], It's raw, subversive, irreverent. . . I loved 
it! Write for new subscription rates (the staff is on hiatus 
while the magazine gets a facelift) and about a whole 
plethora of bizarre (U.S.) video titles available for sale. 


BITS N PIECES 
Nathan Miner 

101 W. Overlea Avenue, Baltimore, MD 21206 

THE LATEST ISSUE (#5) HAS A WELL-WRITTEN AND 
exhaustive article on anthology films which I enjoyed 
immensely (because I have a soft spot for the Amicus 
series that was so successful in the 1970s). Also of inter- 
est was an extremely useful write-up on cheap video 
labels (that pre-dates my own sources column), plus the 
requisite reviews and some great fanzine coverage. This 
is a pubhcation of the Horror and Fantasy Film Society of 
Baltimore and a new issue seems to come out just in time 
for Fanex each year. BnP is an absolute steal a consider- 
ing what you get so lay your mitts on a copy. Of course, 
I'm slightly prejudiced because Nathan contributes to 
this zine but I figured, what the hell. Contact him about 
the price — he deserves your dollars. 


UNGAWA! 

Cathal Tohill 

P.O. Box 1764, London, England, NW6 2EQ 

RIPPING-GOOD BRITISH FANZINE, HANDSOMELY 
presented in a semi-pro format. The first issue has an 
outstanding interview with Jess Franco (translated into 
English) with lots of photos, the first coverage of Rudy 
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Ray Moore I've seen anywhere (actually, it's a reprint 
from another zine), a focus on an obscure Japanese shock- 
er called In the Realm of the Senses and other sordid 
goodies. Issue two has an article on Bettie Page and a 
short but fun piece on Spanish Horror Cinema. I don't 
know if Cathal offers back issues and I haven't heard a 
word about a #3 so I strongly suggest that interested par- 
ties write first and send payment later. It would be a 
shame if Ungawa! bit the dust after only two issues. 


WESTERNS... ALLTTALIANA 
Tbm Betts 

P.O. Box 25042, Anaheim, CA 92825 

FOR THE PAST EIGHT OR NINE YEARS TOM HAS 
been editing this highly specialized fanzine. As the nam e 
suggests, WAII is devoted entirely to Italian Westerns. 
Number 16 has a tribute to Lee Van Cleef, plenty of data 
on Italian-born actor Terence Hill (real name: Mario 
Girotti), a review of a Mar^eriti-directed picture entitled 
The Stranger and the Gunfighter (which also features 
Erika Blanc, Patty Shepard and Chinese cinema star Lo 
Lieh), letters (Hooray!) and more. WAI is a quarterly and 
subscriptions run $7 U.S./$8 Overseas. If Spaghetti 
Westerns are your cup-of-tea, how can you possibly live 
without this publication? 


VIDEO WATCHDOG 
TjUZi Lucas 

P.O. Box 5283, Cincinnati, OH 45205-0283 

WHAT CAN I SAY? NOT REALLY A FANZINE, VIDEO 
Watchdog is a beautifully written and professionally exe- 
cuted journal packed with rare stills, informative essays 
and probing interviews. Encompassing fantastic films of 
aU types rather than just concentrating on horror, this is 
the publication to get if you want the scoop on redtlings, 
running times and more. I especially liked the column 
entitled "Video Around The World" because it gets into 
the areas I like to read about (extremely hard-to-see inter- 
national fare). Highly recommended, 6 issue subscrip- 
tions are $18/$24 outside the U.S. 


DEMONIQTJE 

Fantaco Enterprises Inc 

21 Central Avenue, Albany, NY 12210-1391 

DEMONIQTJE IS LONG GONE BUT I THOUGHT THIS 
was worth a mention as I found you can still obtain a 
copy of issue 4 from Fantaco Enterprises for $5 (shipping 
and handling is extra). Nice looking with plenty of pho- 
tos, you get mini-reviews of obscure films, a piece on 
Paul Naschy, a film analysis of Lemora — Lady Dracula, 
Italian Exorcists and even more. It's extremely literate 
and worth having a copy (even if it's about eight years out 
of date). 
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Christian Plummer 


Pseudoniiiiis 


ANYONE 
who has got- 
ten a mailing 
from this lit- 
tle video 
mail order 
company 
knows how 
creative 
these guys 
are at mar- 
keting them- 
selves. 

Nonsensical, 
but fun, 

-color charts 
and graphs 
come with 
the self-proclaimed, stop- 
gap "pony" catalogs (leav- 
ing me clamoring for the 
big one) detailing all man- 
ner of peliculas available 
on tape. 

Yep! Casa de Sex-Mex 
specializes in fare from 
Mexico. . . that's it! Can 
companies that focus on 
movies from only one 
country survive financial- 
ly? Well, we've heard of 
the Italian product offered 
by Domo Video (first 
hailed in the pages of 
European Trash Cinema) 
and they're still around. 

I think this trend to spe- 
cialize is a good thing and 
hope to see new companies 
take note and set their 
sights on tapping the cine- 
ma of other specific foreign 
countries. My contact, 
Slyboot (what a name, this 
guy is a wildman!), claims 
he is no "El Santo" expert 
but I think that's just mod- 


esty on his part. 

Available 
titles range 
from the absurd 
{Santo vs Dr. 
Death] to the 
sleazy [Abono 
Criminal) . 
Casa de Sex- 
Mex is always 
expanding and 
improving their 
collection and I 
have already 
received 
numerous 
updates. A lot 
of this great 
Mex-stuff still remains 
undiscovered (I'm pushing 
for a copy of Santo y el 
Tesoro de Dracula myself) 
so I hope they stay around 
for awhile. If it can be had, 
Slyboot promises he'll find 
it! 

Tapes are $20.00 post- 
paid. I ordered Santo vs 
Las Lobas and received a 
good (albeit, off TV) dub in 
8 weeks. A long wait, but 
it's nice to have a dealer 
who can tell a Cardona 
horn a Curiel! ■ 



The Vdeooie S-Star 

Rahhd System 


Top-notch, best quality, 
price and service 
available 

★★★★ 

Exceptional, highly 
recommended 

★★★ 

Competent, worth 
looking Into 

★★ • 

Passable, better than 
nothing 

* 

Inferior, save your 
money 


THANKS TO THE AN- 
noying practice of retitling 
foreign-made horror and 
exploitation films, fandom 
is already confusing 
enough as it is. The fact 
that many filmmakers 
have one or more stage 
names makes this jumble 
all the more frustrating. 
Hopefully the list below 
will help sort out the chaos 
surrounding some favorites 
you're likely to see in 
these pages next time. 

MARIO BAVA 
John Foam 
Marie Foam 
John Hold 
Mickey Lion 
John M. Old 

JOE D' AMATO 
Steven Benson 
Charles Borsky 
Alex Carver 
Alan Coors 
Maxima De Best 
Joseph De Lacy 
John Franklin 
Richard Franks 
David Hills 
John Larson 
Kevin Mancuso 
Aristide Massaccesi 
Peter Newton 
Michael Wotruba 

UMBERTO LENZI 
Walter Gains 
Humphrey Humbert 
Humphrey Logan 
Hank Milestone 

ANTONIO MARGHERin 
Anthony Daisies 
Anthony Daws 
Anthony Dawson 
Anthony Matthews 

SERGIO MARTINO 
Julian Barry 
Martin Dolman 
John Hamilton 
Dan Miller 



South-of-tlie-Border Rm 


it a Glance 


CuA DE Sex-Mex 
P.O. Box 21 54 
Atlanta, GA 30301 
★★★ 

Pros: Free catalogs, use 
of name brand tape 
stock, unique selection 
of titles and responsive 
to Inquiries. At $20 per 
title (postpaid), their 
price Is the median. 

Cons: Slow to deliver but 
I expect this will improve 
in the future. They admit 
they were a little over- 
whelmed from the onset. 


BRUNO IVIATTEI 
Vincent Dawn 
Jimmy Matheus 
Jimmy Mattheus 
Jordan B. Matthews 
Jimmy Metheus 
Stefan Oblowski 


Us 

The editor wishes to 
express his appreciation to 
the following people: 

Tom Betts, Bill 
Connolly, Harald Dolezal, 
John Donaldson, Tim 
Ferrante, Chris Gore, 
Amadis Guerrero, John 
Gullidge, Mike Gunderloy, 
Barbara Jarvis, Steven 
Jones, Bob Katerzynske, 
Charles Kilgore, Dick 
Klemensen, Tony Lee, 
George Maranville, Flint 
Mitchell, Gerard Noel, 
Tim Paxton, Fred Olen 
Ray, Melanie Scott, Dan 
Snoke, Dan Somber, Dan 
Taylor, Charles Tesson, 
Dave Todarello, Pompano 
Joe Torrez, Michael 
Weldon, Ray Young, 
Madeleine at the Library of 
Congress, my wife Kay 
(especially), all the folks 
who bought ViDEOOZE #1, 
my distributors, my valued 
contributors (of course) and 
anyone else who I might 
have missed. ■ 


Neil Issue 

WIP Films 

Orgy of the Living 
Dead Triple Bill 

Erika Blanc mini- 
profile 

Italian Horror Video 
reviews and a whole 
lot more. 
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starring JOSEPH GOTTEN ' SARAH BAY • Mickey Hargitay • Paul Muller 

Produced by Harry Cushing- Directed by Mel Wells - A New World Pictures Release S® 

If you*re addicted to Italian horror movies then you won’t want to miss next issue’s all Italian review extrava- 
ganza! We’ll be focusing on both major and minor practitioners of the genre In that country. 



